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"  Priceless  Pearls,"  a  grateful  tributb 

To  the  Lord  of  life  and  light, 
We  would  dedicate  with  gladness  j 

And  as  we  in  song  unite — 
May  an  incense  rise  to  heaven 

From  all  hearts  that  join  in  praise, 
To  the  One  whose  love  is  boundless, 

And  whose  blessings  crown  our  days. 

— The  Atithors. 
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1.  As  "Priceless  Pearls"  to  you  we  bring,  The  matchless  love  of  Christ  we  sing; 

2.  The  Gospel  tidings  we  would  tell,  And  of  the  one  who  loves  us  well, 

3.  He  comes  to  seek  and  save  the  lost,  The  wan-der-er  the  tempest  tossed, 
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These  pages  breathe  a  message  blest,  Of  Him  who  gives  His  people  rest. 
We'd  spread  the  word  that  earth  may  know  TJie  Christ  is  come,  God  loved  us  so. 
At  His  dear  feet  we'd  humbly  fall,  And  worship  Him,  our  all  in  all. 
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To  Christ,  our  Lord,  the  Cru-ci-fied,  Who  for  our  sins  on  Calv'ry  died; 
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We  ded-i-cate  this  book  and  pray.  His  blessing  speed  it  on  its  way. 
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I  Know  Not  When  My  Lord  Shall  Call. 


Laura  E.  Nkwell. 


Chas.  L.  Strickland. 


1.  t  know  not  when  my  barque  shall  sail  To  regions  beyond  the    sea, 

2.  Mid  pleasures  or  in  sorrow's  hours,  His  presence  with  me    I      feel, 

3.  I  know  not  when  my  Lord  shall  call,  "Be  ready  !"  He  saith  to  me, 
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If    calm  I  shall  find,  or  the  angry  gale.  Is     wait-ing     a-head  for      me. 
When  tempted  I  witness  His  saving  pow'r  That  He  doth  unto  me  reveal. 
So    ful-ly  I'm  trusting  my  all    in    all,   Un  -  til   He  shall  set    me    free. 


It: 


0 — 0-0-0—0—0- 


-^-^-V-t^-^- 


i^zip: 


#— * 


^    '^    t^    I      U' 


:t^--^z^=^f:^-^ 


~i- 


^-^-:i=:;^t 


In       joy,  or    yet    if    tempest-tossed,  I'll  bide  till  that  hour  shall 
He    reaches  forth   a    hand  to  guide,  His  precepts  are  mine  to 
If        ear  -  ly    it  shall  come,  or  late,  His    an  -  gel   to    call  me 
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come, 
bless, 
home, 
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But  O,  none  who  trust  shall  be  lost,  ]\Iy  Sav-iour  shall  pi  -  lot   me     home. 

And  counsel  whatever  be  -  tide,  They  light  thro' this  earth's  wilderness. 

I'll  enter  heav'n's  beautiful  gate,  From  whence  I  shall  never-more  roam. 
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i  Know  Not.    Concluded. 
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And    so    I  am  trusting  His  grace  each  day,  Be-liev-ing  in  Him  I      love, 


^^r-r^^ 


k  g  k 


4 1 ^K 1 


W 


i2zit^=t2=t^=t^=k: 


5-f 


::^fc:1Sz^r->-^v^ 


^^^] 


He'Ulead  me  to  mansions  in    glo  -  ry,  Safe,  safe  to  the  port    a  -  bove. 
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There's  a  Wideness. 

Frederick  W.  Faber.  Lizzie  S.  Tourjee 
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1.  There's  a  wide-ness    in  God's  mer-cy,  Like  the  wide-ness    of    the   sea; 

2.  Tliere    is      welcome  for  the     sin-ner,  And  more  gra-ces     for    the  good; 

3.  For      the    love    of  God  is    broad-er  Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind; 

4.  If        our    love  were  but  more  simple  We  should  take  Him  at  His  word  ; 
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There's  a    kind-ness     in    His    just-ice,  Which  is  more  than  lib  -  er  -  ty. 
There    is    mer  -  cy     with  the  Sav-iour;  There  is  heal  -  ing     in  His  blood. 

And  the  heart  of     the    E  -  ter  -  nal  Is  most  won  -  der  -  ful  -  ly  kind. 

And  our  lives  would  be     all  sun-shine  In  the  sweet- ness     of    our  Lord. 


Joyful  Tidings. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 


Spread, 
Spread, 
Spread, 
Spread, 
Spread, 
Sjjread, 
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O  spread 
O  spread 
O  spread 
O  spread 
O  spread 
O  spread 
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the  joyful 
tlie  joyful 
the  joyful 
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the  joyful 
the  joyful 
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ti-dings,  Of  sal  -  va-tion  full  and  free; 
ti-dings;  Tell  the  news  o'er  land  and  sea ; 
ti-dings,  That  our  Master  comes  a  -  gain; 
ti-dings,  Lo!  He  in  the  cloud  draws  near  ; 
ti-dings,  For  the  choirs  of  heav-en  ring  ; 
ti-dings,  That  the  Saviour  comes  to  reign; 
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Till  throughout  the  wide  ere  -  a  -  tion,  Men  are  set  at  lib  -  er  -  ty. 
Till  each  fall  -  en  son  of  Ad  -  am,  Is  from  sin  and  guilt  made  free. 
E-  ter  -  nal  life  will  be  our  por-tion,  If  we  have  no  spot  or  stain- 
To  His  watching,  waiting  chil-dren,  "Who  His  coming  hold  so  dear. 
Sing  -  ing  in  tri-umphant  meas-ure,  Hail,  all  hail,  re-turn-ing  King. 
He         is    faith-ful    to    His  prom-ise,  "I  will  sure- ly  come  a  -  gain." 
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CHORUS. 
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Spread  the  news,  joy-ful  news.  Shout,  O  shout  the  tidings  forth, 

Spread  the  news,  jov-ful  news, 
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Spread  the  news,  joy-ful  news,  Our  King 

Spread  the  news,  joy-ful  news, 
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Write  My  Name  There. 


Kev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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There's  a  great  book  a-bove,  Kept  by  God  in  his  love,  Where  the  names  of  his 
Lord,  my  sins  I  for -sake,  And  the  choice  I  now  make.  The  cross  of  my 
When  the  earth  fades  a-way,  And    e  -  ter  -  ni-ty's  day  Dawns  up  -  on  us  so 
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children  ap-pear ;  It  is  kept  with  great  care,  And  no  name's  written  there, 
Sav-ior  to  bear ;  Take  me  now,  make  me  thine,  Gracious  Je  -  sus  di  -  vine, 
radiant  and  fair ;  May  I  then,  with  the  blest.  Find  a  glo  -  ri  -  ous  rest 
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Save  of  those  who  serve  Je-sus  while  here. 

Hear  my  heart  cry  and  write  my  name  there!  Write  my  name  there,  Blessed 
In   tlie  home  Je-sus  now  doth  pre-pare. 
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Lord,  is  my  pray'r;  Make  me  one  of  thy  chil-dren,  Je-sus,  write  my  name  there 
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The  Master's  CalL 


Jennie  Wilson. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  A-cross  the  plains  of  time  we  hear  The  Master's  call  sound  sweet  and  clear; 

2.  Fear  not  to  go  where  Jesus  guides,  He  keeps  His  own  whate'er  betides, 

3.  O  heed  the  Master's  voice  in  j'outh  And  early  ti-ead  the  way  of  truth, 
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He  bids  us  turn  from  sin   a --way   Andfol-low   in    His  steps  each  day. 
And  pathways  marked  by  His  dear  feet,  With  joy  and  blessing  are  re-plete. 
Then  till  the  day  of  life  grows  dim    O  -  bey  the  call    to    fol-low  Him. 
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'Fol-low  thou  me,     fol-low  thou  me,"  His  lov-ing  ac-cents  soft- 1}^    fall ; 
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"Fol-low  thou  me,    fol-low  thou  me,"  In  faith  o  -  bev  the  Master's  call. 
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Faith's  Prayer, 


Emma  Graves  Deitrick. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  Lead  me,  dear  Lord,  by  Tliine  own  hand, 

2.  Teach  me,  dear  Lord,  in  Thine  own  way, 

3.  Guide  me,  dear  Lord,  by  Thine  own  eye, 


Where'er  the  path  may  go; 
AVhate'er  I  ought  to  be ; 
In      ev  -  'ry  step     I    take 


-y—y^—^—^—\^—x^- 


P- 


r->— ^- 


_j^.._A-^:^H^^Fq^q: 


ta±ti$EiE5ES£teiE^ 


-^ 


U' 


-• — •- 

-# — 0- 


--N 


:t:i:i: 


It  may  be  fair  or  des  -  ert  Land,  I  do  not  need  to 
The  lessons  may  be  hard  to  Bay,  Tlie  path  too  dark  to 
So  shall    I   feel  Thee  al-ways  nigh,     And  live  for    Thy  dear 
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I  on  -  ly  need  to  trust  Thy  care,  To  know  Thy  love  is  sure, 
But  holding  fast  Thy  pierced  hand,  I  can  -  not  go  a  -  miss; 
And  looking  up  to  Thee,  my  Guide,    Thro'  dark-ness  or  thro'  light, 
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To  let  Thee  all  my  burdens  bear, 
Un-til  1  reach  the  un-seen  land 
May  I     in  trust-f  ul  faith  a  -  bide, 
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And  in  Thy  strength  endure. 
By  faith  I'll  walk    in    this. 
Till  faith  is    lost     in    sight. 
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Come  and  Let  Jesus  Save  You. 


Jennie  Wilson. 


Chas.  L.  Strickland. 
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1.  O     come    and    let    Je  -    "sus     save 

2.  No    soul      is      so  stained  with     e     - 

3.  O      trust     in     tlie    lov  -  ing      Sav 
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you,       Wea  -  ry    prod  -  i- 
vil,  As      it  dwells   in 

ior,       From  the  bond-age 
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gal,    bur-dened  with    sin ;       Turn     now    from     the    way    that  leads 
the    dark-ness    of      night.       But,  cleansed  by     the   blood    Je  -  sus 
of        sin   gain    re  -  lease;       Find      rest      at      His    feet   from  the 


-#.     -^      -#■ 


^» 


V=>^— 


t: 


r- 


:=t: 


down-ward  to   death,    And   the  jour-ney    to  heav  -  en     be -gin. 
shed     on    the  cross,  'Twill   be   pure    and    re-joice      in    the  light, 
world's  wea-ry  strife.      In    His  king-dom  know  gladness  and  peace. 
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O  come  and  let    Je  -  sus  save  you.  His  won-der-ful  mer-cy  is      free; 
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Come  and  Let  Jesus  Save  You.    Concluded. 
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O  come  and  let  Je  -  sus  save   you   For  time  and    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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I  Love  to  Think  of  Heaven. 


H.  M.  S. 

Not  too  slow. 


A.  B.  WOOLVERTON. 
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1.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  That  unseen  world  above,  Where  endless  life  is 

2.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven,  The  prospect  cheers  my  soul,  Where  endless  day  is 

3.  I  love  to  think  of  heaven.  My  Father's  house  on  high, When  here  by  tempest 
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giv  -  en,  And  Je-sus  reigns  in  love. 

dawning,  And  life's  pure  waters  roll. 

driv-en,   And  darkness  veils  the  sky. 
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I    love  its  pearl-y    mansions,    I 
1    love  the  song  of  prais  -  es  Which 
I    love  my  dear-est    Je  -  sus,  Who 
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love  its  gates  of  gold,  The  jasper  throne  of  Jesus,  Most  glorious  to  be  -  hold, 
saints  and  angels  sing.  It  fills  my  heart  with  rapture  To  hear  their  voices  ring. 
smiles  and  bids  me  come  And  rest  upon  His  bo-som  — I  love,  I  love  my  home. 
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'Twill  Not  Be  Long. 


R.  H.  Washburne,  S.  T.  D. 
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R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  'Tis  true  we'll  meet  our  lov'd  ones  there,When  we  have  crossed  to  yonder  «hore, 

2.  'Twas  long  a  -  go  they  left  us  here,  Their  parting  words  we  now  re-call, 

3.  'Twill  not  be  long  we  too  shall  hear,  Our  Master's  call/'my  child,  come  home," 

4.  'Twill  not  be  long,  all  hail  glad  day,When  Christ  shall  come  to  claim  His  own, 
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When  we  have  left  earth'^scenes  behind.  To  be  with  Christ  for    ev  -  er-more. 
They  passed  from  earth  to  heav'n  their  home,  Christ  was  to  them  their  all   in    all. 
We'll  en-ter  heav'n,  that  blest  a-bode,  To    be  with  Christ,  no  more  to  roam. 
And  part-ed  ties      a  -  gain  shall  be,     U  -  ni  -  ted  there  a  -  bout  His  throne. 


We'll  meet  again    in  heav'n  above.     No  pain  or  sor  -  row  there  shall  come. 
We'll  meet  again  in  heav'n  above,        No  pain  or  sorrow  there  shall  come, 


We'll  see  the  Sav  -  lor  whom  we  love.    By  Him  be  welcomed  to  our  home. 
We'll  see  the  Savior  whom  we  love, 
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BEAUTIFUL  BELLS. 
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C.  V.  s. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


— I — ^ — _| 1- 


1.  This  is   tlie  birtiiday  of    Je  -  sus  our  King,  INIer-ri  -  ly,    mer-ri  -  ly 

2.  On    her  fair  bo-som  she  ten-der-ly  pressed,  Babe  of  the  manger    now 

3.  Shepherds  attending  their  flocks  that  fair  niglit,  Started  to  see  the  most 


k    k    i^    k    k    ^ 


now  the  bells  ring, 
sweet-ly  at  rest, 
won-der  -  fill  sight. 


Tell-  ing  the  sto  -  ry  so  true  and  so  dear. 
He  with  the  mes-sage  of  ten-der-est  love, 
"Glo-ry      to    God    in     the    liigh-est"  they  sing, 


-r^r. 
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u=^- 
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they  are   ringing  so  clear.     Beau     -        -        ti  -  ful 
sions  of    heav-en    a-bove. 
,"  the  bells  now  sweetly  ring.  Beautiful  bells, 

g=ca=gzi£z:g±i:7r-r-r-r- 


^—8 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful  tones 
Came  from  the  man 
"Peace  on   the  earth 
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bells, they  are  ring        -  ing  so  clear Beau 

beauti  -  ful  bells,  ringing  so  clear,  ringing   so  clear,  Beauti  -  ful 
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ti  -  ful  bells, Sweet  their  tones  ring  to  cheer 

bells,  beau-ti  -  ful  bells,        sweetly  their  tones,      yes,  ring  to  cheer 


:P=P: 
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Faithful  Be. 


Flora  Kirkland. 


E.  Hayes  Willis. 


1.  Faith-ful    be  in  lit -tie  things,      All  shall  count  as  ser- vice  true; 

2.  Faith-ful-ness  is  pur-est    gold         In      the     rec-ords  of     the  sk}' ; 

3.  Strug-gle  on  thro'  dust  and  heat,        Striv  -  ing  tliat  at   set    of     sun 
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All  we  plan  and  write  and  pray,  All  we  think  and  all  we  do. 
Leave  re-sults  in  faith  with  God,  Work  and  watch  and  trust  and  try. 
Thou  shalt  hear  in  tones  so  sweet,  "Faith-ful  child,  well  done!  well  done!'' 
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REFRAIN. 


-^-N- 


--^-^ 


I* 

-• — 0 — 0 '~\-  H— >d- 


-^ — \^- — ^—^— J— 


-<5K-r5- 


«^ 


S- 


He      is  faith-ful,  He     is      true,     Who  hath  called  us  to  His    fold  ; 
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Faith  -  ful  be     in    lit  -  tie  things,  Faith-ful-ness  is  pur  -  est   gold. 
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CHRISTMAS  EVE. 
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Laura  E.  Newell. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


1.  Ho-ly  mem'ries, 'round  thee  cluster,    Eve  of  Christmas,gladandcalm, 

2.  Backward  borne  on  tide  of  mem'ry—   To    that  eve  so  long  a  -  go, 

3.  We    behold  the  patient  shepherds — With  their  flocks  on  Judah's  plain, 

4.  Glo  -  ry   in  the  highest,  glo  -  ry!        Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing, 

5.  Blessed  eve!  what  joys  surround  thee,  Hearts  no  more  may  sadly  grieve, 
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t-t. 
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And  the  glo  -  ry  that  surrounds  thee,  Seems  as  ben  -  e  -  dic-tive  psalm. 
When  the  heavens  were  resplendent.    With  the  star's  ef-ful-gent  glow. 


9i| 


When  amazed  they  saw  thean-gels, 
Heav'n  and  earth  unite  to  wel-come 
For  the  Lord  of  hosts   is   with    us, 

•^-         #.    -^  ^    -(2. 
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And  they  heard  their  grand  refrain. 
Christ  our  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King. 
On  this  glorious  Christmas  eve. 


V— k-V— i^— k- 


-» — w — m — m 


-W—^- 


^     ^ 


k=N 


^     ^ 


f--- 
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1 

Christmas  eve,  with  song  we  welcome — All  thine  hours  with  pure  deli^lit; 
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Her-ald-ing  the  day  of  beau- ty,  Christmas,  blessed,  glad,  and  bright 
•^    ^    ^  -    -f^-         I 
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Tarry  With  Me. 

G.  W.  Fields.     By  per. 

-H — ; — -j — 1 — I — 0 — m — m- 
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Pleadingly. 

1.  Tar  -  ry    with     me,  oh,  my  Sav-ior,  For  we    feel  so  much  a -lone, 

2.  Tar  -  ry    with    me,  oh,  m}-  Sav-ior,  For  the    day  is  pass-ing  by, 

3.  Deep-er,  deep-er,  grow  the  shadows.  Pa  -  ler  now  the  glow-ing  west, 


— p— 4— » — » — • — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — • — 0- 
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AVith  thy  presence  come  and  cheer  me,  Cheer  me  in  my  lone -ly  home. 
See,  the  shades  of  ev-'ning  gath-er,  And  the  night  is  draw-ing  nigh. 
Swift  the  night  of  death  ad-vanc-es.    Shall    it      be    the  night  of  rest? 
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Oh  !  my  Sav-ior,  tar  -  ry  with  me,  For  Thou  art  our  on-ly  friend, 
Ma  -  ny  friends  were  gathered  round.  In  the  bright  days  of  the  past, 
Fee-ble,  faint-ing,  trembling,  dy-ing.  Lord,    I     cast  my-self  on  Thee; 


i:-.l2izt=t= 
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Our  Pro  -  tect  -  or,  our  Re-deem-er,  And  our  com -fort  to  the  end. 
But  the  grave  has  closed  above  them,  And  I  lin  -  ger  here  at  last. 
Tar  -  ly  with  me,  thro'  the  darkness, While  I  sleep  still  watch  by  me. 


Tarry  With  Me«    Concluded. 
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Tar  -  ry      wit;i 
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U      U      ^      f      f      f        1,1, 
me,  oh,  my     Sav 
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Tar-  ry     with  me,  oli;  my  Sav  -  ior,  Tar  -ly     with  me,  oli,  my  Sav  -  ior, 


• • • W. • 9. \^p f _ — 
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^     ^     ^     ^     J     C     J       5         '•      '^      '^       '^       '^       '•' 
with  me,  oh,      my        Sav      -        -        .        lor, 

with  me,  oh,  my  Sav-ior,  Tar-  ry        with  me,    ob,     my    Sav  -  ior. 
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Shall  it        be        the      peace  -  f  ul  hours     of       rest. 
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the  night  of   rest. 
"J       9       •• 
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Beautiful  Words, 


Lauka  E.  Newell. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


•        •        •  9-   •   -#■  -#•.  ■#■ -J- -#■  ■#•  -f-t-i-* 


1.  Beau-ti-fiil  words  He  hath  spoken,        Ten-dei--ly  spoken  to      me, 

2.  Beau-ti-ful  words  now  they  clieor  nie,    Oft  as 'mid  sorrows  I    roam; 

3.  Jesus  my  strength  all  a-bid-ing,  Counsellor,  iShepherd  and  Friend ; 


Iirl2^zti=tit:=ti=f=:f: 
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Ne'er  will  His  promise  be  brok-en,  Till  we  His  glo  -  ry  shall  see. 

Je-sus,  my  Savior,  is  near  me,         Gent-ly    is    lead-ing  me    home. 
I,     in  His  promise  con-fi-ding.         Still  on  His  coun-sel  de  -  pend. 


_^_^_«_«_^_^_« 
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•'  Lo,  I  am  with  thee,  I  nev  -  er, 


Nev  -  er  will  leave  nor  for  -  sake 
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Those  who  abide  by  my  pre-cepts,        Till  they  in  heav-en    a  -  wake." 
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A  Prayer. 
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Rev.  Thomas  Addixgton 

Andante. 


C.  Y. 


-# — •- 
1^— ^ 


I — « — ^- 


Strickland. 
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1.  Fa-ther,  let  Thy  band  of  mer-cy,    Guide  ns  safe- ly  home  to  Thee, 

2.  By  Thy  grace  a-lone   we  conquer,  Foes  which  rise  on  ev  -'ry  hand, 


r 


-\- 


1  \  v        V 


--t- 


From  the  snares  of  sin  and  Sa-tan,  Bless-ed  Sav-ior,  set    us  free. 
Weak  the  arm   of  flesh  for  bat -tie,      lu  Thy  strength  alone  we  stand. 


:^ « m^m' 


hi — ^— I — ^-tl — ^— ^^— I 


?^^ 


SNee^^es: 


:q: 


-^- 


::1: 


~N-1 — ^- 
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Fill     us,    Fa-ther,  with  Thy  Spirit ;  Give   us  faith  to      do  and  dare; 
One,  with  Thee,  shall  chase  a  thousand.  Two  shall  make  ten  thousand  flee, 


m 


Arm  us    ful  -  ly    for  the  con-flict,  That  a- waits  us    ev  -  ry-where, 
All     the  glo-ry  and  do-min-ion,    And  the  praise,  belong  to  Thee, 
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He  is  a  Friend  Indeed. 


L.  W. 


Kes'.  L.  White,     By  pei'. 


--A-H^-A- 


•  •  ••»■■«■-#- 


^  i      ^ 

1.  Once    I  was  blind,  I  could  not  see  the  Sav  -  ior,  And  ob,  how  dark  was 

2.  Once    I  was  lame,  and  could  not  fol-low  Je-sus;  Wounded  by  sin,     I 
8.  Christ  is  my  Lord,  the  won-der-ful  Re-deem-er,  Light  of  my  soul,    my 


i—t y  _L  1/ H 1- hr 
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iz«: 
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all  the  world  to  me!  Lone  -  ly  and  sad,  I  thought  that 
faint -ed  by  the  way;  Christ,  the  Phy  -  si  -  cian,  healed  my 
Proph-et,  Priest  and  King;     He  is    my     all,        and     I        am 
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I  could  nev  -  er  Find  Him  who  died  on  Cal  -  va  -  ry  for  me. 
bro-ken  spir  -  it ;  Now  He  sus-tains  and  leads  me  all  the  way. 
His  for  -  ev  -  er  ;    Help    me  His  praise  for    ev  -  er-more  to  sing. 
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He's  a  friend  in  -  deed,      a    friend  in  time  of  need;       Gra  -  cious  and 
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He  is  a  Friend  Indeed.    Concluded. 
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ten  -  der  has  Je  -  sus  been  in-deed  ;       Oh!  how  He  saves,  and  bears  my 
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ma  -  ny  bur  -  dens  !  He's  the  on-ly  Friend  that  sin-ners  ev  -  er  need. 
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The  Lord's  Prayer. 


-<5^- 


Our  Father,  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed 

Give  us  this  day  our 

And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver 


be  Thy 
dai  -  ly 
us      from 
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name ; 

bread, 

evil; 
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in  heaven. 
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Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done  in  earth  as  it    is 

And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive        those  wlio  trespass  against  us 

For  Thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for-ever  and  ever.  A  -  men. 
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Rev. 


On  the  Road  to  Heaven. 


]\Iary  G.  Riikubottom. 

Moderate. 


Mabel  "M.  Swartz. 


A— ^; 


the  road  to  heav 


-t^— fc^- 


1.  Are    you  on    the  road  to  heav  -  en,  Where  His  saints  be-fore  have 

2.  Oh,  the  road  is  straight  and  nar-row.  Yet  'tis    wide    e-nough  for 

3.  If  you're  on     the  road  to  heav  -  en,   Tliere's  no  time  for    i  -  die 

4.  Je  -  sus  leads  His  cho-sen  on  -  ward,  He,  the  Truth,  the  Way,  the 
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trod?    Does  your  true    heart  burn  witli  -  in        you.  Talk  -  ing 

all,        Who  have  owned  their  Lord,  who  glad   -   ly,  Glad  -  ly 

thought.  Or        for  doubts      in     hearts  of  Christ  -  ians.  Whom  the 

Life —  Guards  for    us        His      roy  -  al    high  -  way,  Shields  us 


•^9- 


with      the    Son      of      God?    Have 

an  -  swered  .  to      His    call;     And 

blood      of  Christ  hath  bought.      If 


you 
His 


left 
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gels   guard  their 
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'mid    the  world's  mad  strife.    And     when  ends     life's     fit 
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fol    -    ly      That      al  -  lures 
foot  -  steps,  They    inay    nev 
Je   -  sus,     Sure  -  ly,    safe    - 
jour  -  ney — When  He    calls 
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US        on      in  gin  ? 

er     walk     a  -  lone, 

ly,       we    shall  go, 

US,     one      by  one, 
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Do  you 
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To  the 
We   shall 
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On  the  Road  to  Heaven.    Concluded. 
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love    to  walk  with  Je    -   sus    And  His  gra-cious  coun  -  sel  win? 
grope,  nor  in  the    dark  -  ness   Dash    a    foot      a  -  gainst    a  stone. 
Cit  -    y  bright  and  glo  -  rions,  Where  the  peace-ful  wa  -  ters  flow, 
rest    at  home  with  Je   -   sus,  There  to  hear  His  blest  "well  done!" 
^  .  ^J2x   ^      ^      ^      ^  .  -^   ^ 
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22  Jesus  Calls  for  Workers. 

Laura  E.  Newei.l.  C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Jesus  calls  for  workers,  faith-ful,  loy-al,  true,  Cheerful  workers,  swiftly  to  o- 

2.  Jesus  calls  for  workers,  steadfast,  earnest,  brave,  Toilers  who  the  cross  for  Him  will 

3.  Jesus  calls  for  workers,  say  we,  "Here  am  1?"  "Lord,  I  wait  Thy  bidding  and  would 

-^' 
-#-^#— I #— ^■ 

-I — —I — I — —I — ^ 
-»-*-•— #-^#—f 


0-0-0- 


1^  t^  1^  1^  t^ 


-y—^-^—^' 


f-p- 
t^  1^  l^  U'  w  '  ^'V 


-r—^rrfrfrfrfr^^  / 


^^ 


S=|^1::£SI 


-^^ 


^._^_-^ 


:fe 


■#— #- 


■«*- 


,N    ,N 


-A- 


— w^ — N-— ^^-^— >d «— «— ^— 


bey,  Each  command,  with  gladness,  calls  to  me  and  you,  Let  us  heed  the 
bear,  Fearlessly,  undaunted,  who  the  lost  would  save.  Place  them  in  the 
go,       Where-so-e'er  Thou  wiliest,  on-ly  be  Thou  nigh,  That  Thy  will,  Thy 
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bless-ed  call  to  -  day. 

ten-der  Shepherd's  care,       Jesus  calls  for  -workers,  Harken,  you  will  hear 

trusting  child  may'st  know. 
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Ten-der-ly  His  message,  born  in  accents  clear,  "La-bor  in  my  vineyard  I 


Jesus  Calls  lor  Workers.    Concluded. 
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labor  while  'tis  day,"  Hasten,  for  the  moments  swift-ly  pass  a  -  way 
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Lord  of  the  Nations. 


Geo.  Bennett. 
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1.  Lord    of    the    na-tions.  Whom  the  au-gels  worship.  Bow    we    be- 

2.  Breathe  we  in  hom-age,  Pray'r  to  Thee,  our  Fa-ther,  Pray'r  fervent 

3.  We  would  a  -  dore  Thee,  Tune-ful  voic-es  blending,  In    the  full 
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fore  Thee,  In  Thy  ho  -  ly  tem-ple,  Veil  -  ing  our  fac  -  es, 
faith  -  ful,  Lift-ing  hearts  to  heav-en,  Where  the  bright  an  -  gels, 
an  -  them.    Or  the  joy -ful    cho-rale,      Giv  -  ing  Thee  glo    -    ry, 
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Bring-ing  hearts  re  -  pent  -  ant,  Crav-ing  Thy  bless  -  ing. 
Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly  cry  -  *ing,  Ev  -  er  do  praise  Thee. 
Lord    of  earth  and  heav    -    en,      Prais-ingThy  great  name. 
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T.  C.  N. 


Some  Day  When  We  Get  Home. 

Dedicated  to  the  North  Indiana  Conference  Quartet.    Rev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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1.  Some  day  the  clouds  will  pass  away  forev-er,  Some  day,  when  we  get  home ; 

2.  Some  day  we'll  meet  with  loved  ones  gone  before  us,  Some  day,  when  we  get  home  ; 

3.  Some  day  the  cross  will  bring  the  crown  of  heaven.  Some  day,  when  Ave  get  home ; 
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Someday  with  jo^  we'll  meet  our  blessed  Savior,  Some  day,  when  we  get  home! 

Some  day  we'll  join  the  mighty  heav'nly  chorus,  Some  day,  when  we  get  home  ! 

Someday  "well  done,"  will  be  the  welcome  given,  Some  day,  when  we  get  home  ! 
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Oh,  the  songs  ascending,  Oh,  the  joy  unending,  Some,  day  when  we  get  home ! 
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How  we'll  tell  the  story,  Of  our  Savior's  glory,  Some  day,  when  we  get  home ! 
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Saved  by  Believing. 
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Laura  E.  Newell. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


1.  Saved  by 

2.  Saved  by 

3.  Saved  by 

4.  Saved  by 


be-liev-ing,    on-  ly      be-liev-ing,  Trusting   the  Fa  -  ther  and 

be-liev-ing,  trust-ing  His  promise,  Hold-ing    se-cure  -  ly   His 

be-liev  -  ing,  nought  1  could  ren-der,  Ev  -  er  could  save  me,  but 

be-hev  -  ing,  night  soon  will  van-ish,  Sor-row   and  sigh-ing  will 
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aid-ed      by  His  grace,     I     shall  go  home,  shall  go  home  to    His  kingdom, 
hand       in   my  own,      I     shall  not  fal  -  ter,  nor  stray  from  my  du  -  ty, 
faith     lights  the  way,    All,   all      is  beau-ty  and  peace  in  His  presence, 
soon      pass  a  -  way.    Saved  by  be-liev-ing,  how  gracious  His   promise, 
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Where  I'll  be-hold  His   a  -  dor  -  a  -  ble  face. 
He'll    not  forsake    me,  nor  leave  me    a  -  lone. 
From  His  blest  guidance  I     nev  -  er  shall  stray. 
God      is    our  ref  -  uge  and  help-er    for    aye. 


Saved  by 


be  -  liev  -  ing, 
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ask-ing,  re-ceiv-ing,  All  that  I  need  ev-'ry  day  He  will  send.  Asking,  re- 


ceiv-ing,  saved  by  be-liev-ing,    Je  -  sua    di-rects  me,  my  in  -  fi-nite  Friend. 
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The  Penitent's  Prayer. 

"  Lord,  save,  or  I  perish."— Matt.  8 :  25. 


I 


Eev.  W.  H.  Shelland 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  Dear  Je  -  sus,  come, ...    O  come  to    me, O  hear  a 

Dear  Je-sus,  come,  O  come  to  me, 

2.  Hast  Thou  not  died my  soul  to    save That  life    e- 

Hast  Thou  not  died  my  soul  to  save, 

3.  O  turn  me  not from  Thee  a  -  way, Now  hear  m  j' 

O  turn  me  not  from  Thee  a- way, 


sin        -        -        .         ner shamble  plea I    sink    all 

O  hear,  yes,  hear  a    sin-ner's  plea. 

ter        -        -        -  nal      I  might  have? That  I      from 

E-ter  -  nal  life  that    I  might  have? 

plea, I     hum-bly  pray  ; ]So    oth  -  er 

Now  hear  my  plea,  I    hum  -  bly  pray  ; 
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help        -        .        -         less  at    Thy   feet, By  sin   my 

Helpless    I    sink  at  Thy  dear  feet, 

sin and  death  might  be, For-ev  -  er 

That  I     from  sin  and  death  might  be, 

source but  Thee     I     find, To  heal  my 

No  oth  -  er  source  but  Thee      I    find, 
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Sife 


ru         -         -  in  is    com-plete.  My  heart  ia    sad,      and 

sin  now  has  cursed  ru-in    complete, 

hence, both  clean  and  free  ?  Thy  blood  can  cleanse  the 

For  -  ev  -  er  hence,  both  clean  and  free  ? 

wound, to  ease  my  mind;  I    come  to  Thee    Just 

To  heal  my  wound,  to  ease  my  mind  ; 
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The  Penitent's  Prayer. 
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ma  -  ny  fears,  Suf-fuse  my  eyes  with  burning  tears.  ]\Iy  brok-en 
vi  -  lest  soul,  And  make  the  wound-ed  spir-it  whole.  Its  vir-tue 
as         I      am.      And  trust  in  Thee,  Thou  bleeding  Lamb.     Thy  love  so 
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heart        is    full    of    grief,        0    Sav-ior    come      to  my    re  -  lief, 
and         its  pow'r  di  -  vine.     Can  make  me  whole,  can  make  me  Tl)ine. 
great,    Thymer-cy    free,         A -vail  for     all, 


a  -  vail  for    me. 
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Sabbath  Invitation. 


R.  H.  Washburn,  S.  T.  D. 


R.  H.  Willis. 
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1.  O    come       and  walk 

2.  In  -  to  His  earth 

3.  Come,  sing     His  praise 

4.  His     peo    -    pie    are 

5.  With-in  His  house 


'J 

with    us,      Thou  chos-en    of      the    Lord ; 
•   ly    courts.  With  con  -  fi  -  dence  we  come  ; 

to  -    day,     The    ho  -  ly    Son     of    God ; 
made  free.     From  Ra-tan's  pow'r  re  -  leased, 

to  -    day,      His    bless  -  ed  pres-ence  know, 
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And  God  Him-self  will  feed  thy  soul,  From  His  own  ho  -  )y  word. 
And  e  -  ven  here  a  fore-taste  have,  Of  our  e  -  ter  -  nal  home. 
His  pre-cious  blood  was  shed  for  us,  Ac-  cor-ding  to  His  word. 
He  now  in  -  vites,  O  sin-ner,  come.  At  -  tend  the  gos-pel  feast. 
And  bless-ings  rich,    a  •  bundant,  free,  On    wait-ing  saints  shall  flow. 
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Marching  On  to  Victory. 


Mrs.  C.  11.  Morris.     Alt. 


Mus^ic  and  Chorus  by  C.  E.  Rowley. 


1.  O  thou  poor,  wea  -  ly  child,  from  Fa-ther's  house  a-stray.  On      the 

2.  Say,    I      now     will      a  -  rise,     and     to   my    Fa-  ther  go,      For     al- 

3.  Thus  our  Fa  -  ther      a  -  bove     re  -  ceiv-eth  one    and    all,     Nev  -  er 
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mount-ains  of  fol  -  ly 
though  so  un-worth-y, 
yet        did      a    sin  -  ner 


why     wan  -  der  -  ing      a  -  way?  Come    to- 
His      love      is     true,     I  know ;  And  though 
in       vain    for    mer  -  cy    call ;     0        re- 


::#:=t=t=t:=Ft=*=. 


day  as  you  are,  no  more  from  Him  to  roam,  'Tis  your 
sin  -  ful  I've  been,  He  will  the  past  for  -  give,  And  with 
ject      Him     no     more,     His    grace    no      Ion  -  ger    spurn,    To        the 
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Fa  -  ther's  voice    en  -  treat-  ing    yon,  come  home,  my  child,  come  home. 
lov  -  ing    arms    ex-  tend  -  eel      will    His    wand'ring  child      re-ceive. 
feast    of      love      a  -    wait  -  ing     you,    oh,     wan  -  der  -  er,       re  -  turn  ! 
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Marching  On  to  Victory.    Concluded. 
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Come,  O    come,      come     a  -  way,       ye     wea  -  ry   wand-'rers,  come;    O 
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hast   -  en,      to  -  day,     your      Fa  -  ther    calls   you     home ;  There  is 
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CopyriBht,  1901,  by  C.  E.  Rowley. 
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Since  I  Have  Learned  the  Story. 


^Iattie  a.  Long. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  There  is  a    song    I    love   to   sing,  Since  I  have  learned  the  sto  -  ry 

2.  I     have  a  love,    of    all    the  best,  Since  I  have  learned  the  sto  -  ry, 

3.  I     liave  a   com  -  fort  in    dis-tress,  Since  I  have  learned  the  sto  -  ry, 

4.  I    have  a  Friend  in  ev  - 'ry  need,  Since  I  have  learned  the  sto  -  ry, 


J=^|ztJ=J=S 


Of  Christ,  the  ev  -  er  -  av-  ing  King,  Of    Je  -  sus  and 

The  love  of  Him, 'twill  stand  the  test,  I    love      to   sing 

My  woes  to    Je  -  sus     I     con  -  fess.  He  points  the  way 

He      is      a  Friend  of  all,    in  -  deed.  He    leads  the  way 


His  glo 

His  glo 

to  glo 

to  glo 
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Since       I have  learned  the  sto     -     ry.  This  song  I    love  to 

Since  I  have  learned  the  sto-ry  sweet,  This  song  1    love,  I 


sing,        Oh,  Je  -  sus  has  the  world  re-deemed  From  dark-ness  un-to    glo  -  ry. 
love  to  sing. 
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Coijyriglit,  1902,  by  R.  A.  Walton,  Owingsville,  Ky. 


Traveling  Home  to  God. 
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Rev.  T.  C.  Neal. 


1.  Children    of    the  heav'nly  King,  As      ye   journey,  sure-ly     sing! 

2.  We     are  trav'ling  home  to  God  In     the  way  the  fa-thers  trod: 

3.  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light!  Zi  -  on's  cit  -  y      is      in    sight: 

4.  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand,  On    the  bor-ders    of    your  land  ; 
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Sing  your  Sav-ior's  worthy  praise,    Glo-rious    in   His  works  and  ways! 
They  are  hap-py  now,  and  we         Soon  their  hap-pi-ness   shall  see. 
There  our  endless  home  shall  be.    There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 
Je  -  sus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son,  Bids  you  un  -  dis-mayed  go    on. 
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Trav    -  'ling,  trav'ling  home  to  God,  Trav'ling  home,  trav'ling  home  to  God, 
Trav'ling  home, 
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Slowly. 


1^   ^ 
Trav'ling  home,  trav'ling  home  to  God,  We  are  trav'ling  home  to  God. 


32 


What  Will  It  Be? 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck. 

Andantin«<. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 


1.  I    some -times  try 

2.  He  knows  my  sins, 

3.  I    some -times  try 

4.  Will  tears   of  joy 


to  com -pre  -  hend,. 
my  fol  -  lies  all,. . . 
to  un  -  der  -  stand, . 
my  eyes  o'er -brim,. 


What  a 
But  He 

What  is 
When  I 
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won  -  der  -  ful  Sav - ior   is  mine;., 

nev   -   er  will  turn  me    a   -  way;... 

meant  by  His  prom-ise  of  grace, . . 

meet  His  com-pas-sion  -  ate  gaze  ? . . , 


So  strong,  so  kind,     so 
He    lifts     me    up     when 
To      let     me  share  that 
What  will     it    be        to 
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true    a  Friend, Who  shows  me  His  mer-cy  di    -  vine...  T 

e'er      I      fall.    And  grants  me  full  par-don  each  day....  My 

shin -ing  land,  Where  He  is  pre-par-ing    my  place...  How 

walk  with  Him,    A  -  long  Heav-en's  beau-ti  -  ful  ways?..  What 
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won  -  der  why    He  cared  to  show  Such  love,  so  deep,  so    wide;  That 
help      iu    ev  -  'ry    try  -  ing  hour,  To  whom  else  could  I    flee?    My 
great  His    dy  -  iiig  love  must  be  I    How  far  His  care  must  go.      To 
will      it      be     to  love,    to    see,    To    hear,  to  feel,    to  know.   At 
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I      e  -  ter-nal  life  might  know,  And  ev-er  with  Him  a  -  bide 

Strength,  my  Shield,  my  Rock,  my  Tow'r,  Oli,  Je-sus  is      all  to     me ! 

wish  un-worth-y  ones  like  me.  His  glo-ri  -  ous  home  to    know ! . . 

last  the  sweet  re  -  al  -  i  -  ty    Of    Him     who  loved  me    so? 


CHORUS. 
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AVhat  will    it    be,  what  will    it     be?    To  know  His  crowning  grace? 
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What  Will  It  Be  ?    Concluded. 
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In  glo  -  ry  land  to  clasp  His  hand,  And  see  Him  face    to     face 
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More  Like  My  Savior. 


E.  H.  AViLLis. 


1.  More  like  my  Sav-ior    ev-er    to    be,  Hear  me,  O    Fa-ther,  this  is  my  plea; 

2.  More  like  my  Savior,  Lord  help  Thou  me  To      con-se-crate  now  my  all  to  Thee  ; 

3.  Hear  me,  O  Father,  turn  not  a-  way,  Give  me  Thy  Spir-it,    I    will  o  -  bey; 
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Simply  like  Je-sus,  so  kind  and  true,  Make  me  more  humble  His  work  to  do. 
Take  me  and  use  me,  lost  ones  to  win    Back  to  the  Savior  who'll  save  from  sin. 
Nearer  and  nearer  draw  me  to  Thee,  Till    in  Thy  likeness  I'll  ev-er    be. 


More  like  my  Sav-ior,  More  like  my  Sav-ior,     This       is    my    earnest  plea; 


i=i£^3=S=^^i^^^^ 


More  like  my  Sav-ior,  This  is  my  plea,  More  like  Je-sus    ev  -  er    to    be. 
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Rev.  D.  E.  Millard. 


Chas.  L,  Strickland. 


1.  I    am  looking,  looking  forward,  Toward  that  hap-py,  hap  -  py    land, 

2.  I    will    be  His  faithful  servant,  While  in     ex  -  ile  here      I     stay, 

3.  He  has  promised  to  be  with  me  'Till  life's  toilsome  days  are    o'er, 
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Where  the  saints  in  end-less  glo  -  ry,  Form  one  glad    un-brok-en  band ; 
And  'mid    sor-row  and    re-joic-ing,  Will      I     work  and  watch  and  pray  ; 
And,    if    faith-ful,  bring  me  safe-ly    To      the  bright  im  -  mor-tal  shore ; 
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Where  the  Sav-ior    is    the  cen-ter,  Of    the  gathered  hosts    a  -  bove, 

Then   in     Je  -  sus  ful  -  ly  trust-ing,  My  glad  soul  will  rest    se  -  cure, 

Toward     which  I  now  am  look-ing.  And  will  look  till  life  here  ends, 
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Who,  en  -  raptured  by  His  presence,  Are  re  -  joic  -  ing  in  His  love. 
Since  1  know  He'll  not  for-sake  me,  For  His  prom  -  i  -  ses  are  sure. 
And    my  ransomed  soul  in  tri-umph,  To  the    bet  -  ter  home  as-cends. 
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Some  Day„ 


R.  H.  Willis. 


R.  Hayes  WilliSc 
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1.  Some  day,  but    when,     I      can  -  not  tell, 

2.  Some  day  we'll   meet    our    Sav  -  ior  there, 

3.  Some  day,  when  toils      of      life      are  o'er, 

4.  0       let  us       al  -  ways  faith  -  ful       be, 
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In       that        e- 
In       that     bright 
We'll    go         in- 
And    nev    -    er    j 
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ter-nal  heav'nly     home,  I'll        be 

home  be-yon  d  the     sky,  Free  from 

to  that  land  of       rest,  To      serve 

wan  -  der  from  the  fold.  So      that 


with  Je  -  sus  then  to    dwell, 
our  sor-row,  pain  and  care, 
and  love  Him  more  and  more. 
His  bluss-ed  face  we'll  see. 


§i.fcfEj|rzb?^ 


CHORUS. 


-0-    -0-  '^ 

Some    day,     some  blessed      day 
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Some  day,  some    day, 

Some  day,  some  day, 
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Some    day    we'll  meet        o'er  there,     Some      day,  some    day 
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Up  and  Work, 
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Rev.  D.  E.  Millard. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Up  and   work,  the    time 

2.  Work  there    is      for 
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3.  Work  com  -  pie 
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short,  Think  not   now      of 
ev  -  'ry      one,     Fin  -  islied    it    should 
ted,  find    thy  place     With  the  saints      a    - 
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Soon  the  night  will  come,  and  then  Work-ers  will  be  blest. 
Faith-ful  ser  -  vants  al  -  ways  find,  Grace  both  full  and  free. 
Join  the  heav'n  -  ly    host     in    song,   Share  in     end  -   less       love. 
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Help  us,  Lord,  to  "watch  and  pray,"  That,    when  our  work  is     done. 
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We  will 


rest,    And  wear  a    vic-tor's    crown. 
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THE  WAY  OF  THE  CROSS. 


La  VERNE  Bkown. 


4-^ 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  We  will    al  -  ways  sing  for   Je  -  sus,  He's  our  Lead-er,  bless-ed    Guide; 

2.  Tho'  the  way  be  sometimes  drear-y,     We    are  nev  -  er      all    a  -  lone  ; 

3.  He  will  give  us  strength  and  patience,  For  He  trod    the  way  be  -  fore ; 

4.  Help  us,  Lord,  to    ev-er  serve  Thee,  Thou  hast  done  so  much  for  us; 
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He  will  bring  us  home  to    glo  -  ry,  Je  -  sus,  Sav  •  ior,  cru'-  ci  -  fied. 

Je  -  sus  will     be    ev  -  er    near  us,  Un  -  til  we  have  reached  our  home. 

And  He  knows  how  long  the  jour-ney  From  the  earth  to  heaven's  door. 

Help  us  all      to    be   more  earn-est.  And  in  Thee    to    put  our  trust. 

I   ■»-     _]_■#■    -   •€■  -fi- 


r- 


-^ — 


'-X 


'A- 


-»-» 


:ttz^ 


:-l= 


N=:^ 


^=1= 


::^: 


-(9- 


r 


h-^s)-.-^ 


Where  He  leads  me  I  will  fol-low,  Where  he  guides        me  I  will  stay; 

Where  He  leads  Where  He  guides 
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Where  he    leads  me  I  will  fol 

Where  he  leads 


low,  All    a-  long 


the  pilgrim  way. 


Mattie  a.  Long. 


Sing  to  Him  Praises. 

(HIS  CHILDREN  TRUE.;, 
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Louis  D.  Eichhobn. 
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1.  Our  joy  -  ful  songs  we'll  sing  in  praise  Of  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea; 

2.  The  birdsandflow'rs,  the  waving  grasSjThe  might  -  y  for  -  est  trees, 

3.  And  oth  -  er  gifts  He  sends  to  us.    So    rich,    di-vine,  and  rare, 

4.  Then  let    us  praise  the  Fa-ther  dear,  By  song,  and  prayer,  and  deed; 
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Of  Him  who  made  them  all  for  us;    His  chil-dren  true  are    we. 
Be-speak  His  ev  -  er  -  last-ing  love.  As  does  the  murm'ring  breeze. 
Of    such     up  -  lift-ing,  ten-der  grace.  None  oth  -  ers  may  com-pare. 
And  gifts  of  sun-shine,  love  and  peace.  Give  un  -  to  those  in    need. 
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Sing  to  Him  prais-es.  Shout  them  with  glad-ness.  Great  are  His  mer  -  cies ; 
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Sing  to  Him  prais-es,  Shout  them  with  glad-ness,  His  children  all  are    we. 
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Wonderful  Love. 


Anne  Steele. 


J.    H.    ROSECRANS. 


& 


-^ J— 

-0 #- 


-1 -. 1 N— H 


1.  Je  -  sus,  and  didst  Thou  leave  the  sky,   To  bear  our  grief  and  woes? 

2.  Well  might  the  heav'ns  with  wonder  view   A      love  so  strange  as  Thine ! 

3.  Is    there     a  heart  that    will  not  bend   To    Thy    di  -  vine  con  -  trol  ? 
4.0      may    our  will- ing  hearts  con-f  ess    Thy  sweet,  Thy  gen -tie  sway; 
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And  didst  Thou  bleed,  and  groan,  and  die,  For  Thy  re-bel-lious  foes? 
No  thought  of  an  -  gels  ev  -  er  knew  Com-pas  -  sion  so  di  -  vine! 
De  -  scend,  O  sov-'reign  love,  de-scend,  And  melt  that  stub-born  soul. 
Glad      cap  -  tives  of  Thy  match-less  grace.  Thy  right-eous  rule    o   -   bey. 
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O  'twas  won      ...      der-ful,  won-der-ful  love, 

wonderful,  wonderful  love,  wonderful,  wonderful  love, 
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That    brought Him  from  heav-en  a  -  bove, 

brought  Him  from  heaven  above,  beautiful  heaven  above, 
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As     a      ran        ...      som  to  die  ox\  the  tree, 

ran-som  to  die  on  the  tree,  Buf-fer  and  die  on  the  tree, 
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To      save 

To  have  a  poor  sinner  like  me, 
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a  poor  sin-ner  like  me 

to  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 
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On  Mountain  Top. 
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1.  I'm  press-ing   on    to  mount-ain  top,  Of  God's  re-deem-ing  grace, 

2.  I've  lived  too  long  in  gloom -y  vale.  When  shadows  dark-ly    lie, 

3.  I'll  on-ward  press  the  upward  way,  And  seek  the  heights  a  -  bove, 

4.  O    come  now  up  on  mountain  top,  A  -  bove  this  world  of     sin, 


O  there  I'll  stay  where     I    can  see    The    sun-light  of    His    face. 

Now  God's  own  word  in  -  vites  me  up.     To  plains  of  brightness   high. 

Un     -    til     I    find  the  brightest  spot.  When  all   is  peace  and  love. 

Let   God  now  sanc-ti    -    fy  thy  soul,     O      let  Him  dwell  with-in. 
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D.  S.  O  haste  thee  on    to  mount-ain  top,  There  lies  the  sunlight  bright. 
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On  mountain  top,  on  mount-ain  top,   O  Christian,  scale  the  height, 
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42        To  Caesar  the  Things  Which  are  Caesar's. 

Matt.  22:  21. 

Words  suggested  by  sermou  delivered  by  Mary  A.  Strickland. 

Laura  E.  Newei-l.  C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Ren-der  to  Cse-sar  His  right -ful  due.      On  -  ly  your  God  a  -  dore; 

2.  God's  love  unfailing  remains  the  same — Yes-ter-day,  now,  for  aye; 

3.  Sweet  is  His  promise  to  guard  His  own,   All  of  life's  rug  -  ged  way; 
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Bringing  heart  ofF'rings  your  vows  renew,  Loving  Him  more  and  more. 
Let  us.  His  peo  -  pie,  ex  -  tol  His  name,  Grateful  al  -  le  -  giance  pay. 
Nev-er  His  children  shall  walk  a  -  lone,  Near-ing  the  per -feet  day. 


§i| 


-#^ 


t=^'  ^ 


•H-  -I 1 T\\ 1 


^  ^  \^ 


-#-^ 


m 


— ^-^— N--N- 


-tr — ^— \ 


:q: 


— N — ^ — Vk-I- 


Nev-er  con-fus-ing  man's  sa-cred  trust,  Hu-man  for  love    dl - 

Yield  Him  with  gladness,  heart,  mind  and  soul,  Faith-ful  -  ly  do      His 

Onward,  and  upward,  we'll  bravely  press,Walk  where  our  Mas  -  ter 


vine, 
will, 
trod, 
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Un-to  your  neigh-bor  be  true  and  just.  Precepts  in-spired,  are  thine 
He  doth  in  mer  -  cy  our  ways  con-trol.  Let     us  our  vows   ful  -  fill. 
Trust-ful-ly  pass  thro,  the  wil-der-ness.  Pay  -  ing  our  vows   to    God. 
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To  Caesar  the  Things.    Concluded. 
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CHORUS. 
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Ren-der    to     Cae-sar  his  right-ful  due,     On  -  ly  your  God    a  -  dore, 
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Loy  -  al  -  ly    ev  -  er  your  vows  re-new,  Lov-ing  Him  more  and  more. 
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A  Child's  Evening  Prayer. 


W.  T.  GiFFE. 
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1.  Je-sus,  wilt  Thou  guard  the  slumber    Of    a      lit  -  tie  child  like  me  ? 

2.  Yes,  I  know  that  Thou  wilt  keep  me,  So     I  close  my  wea-ry    eyes, 

3.  In  Thine  arms,  O  Je-sus,  fold  me.    Let  me  be  Thy    lit  -  tie  lamb  ; 
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Wilt  Thou  watch  in  darkness  o'er  me,  That  pro  -  tec-ted    I    may  be  ? 
Pray-ing  God    to    send  Hia  an-gels  Down,  to  guard  me,  from  the  skies. 
Close  un  -  to  Thy  boa  -  om  hold  me;  Giye  me  slumber  deep  and  calm. 
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W.  T.  G. 

Moderato. 


0  Happy  Day. 


W.  T.  GiFFE. 


1.  There's  sunshine  and  love  in  my  soul  today,  I  can-not  keep  from  singing, 

2.  O    hap  -  py  my  days  as  they're  gliding  by,  I  can-not  keep  from  singing, 

3.  I  praise  Thee,  O  God,  in  my  heart  to-day,   I  can-not  keep  from  singing, 
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For  Je-sus  the  darkness  has  rolled  away  And  morning  bells  are  ringing. 
My  soul  is  enrapt  in  sweet  mel  -  o  -  dy.  While  to  the  cross  I'm  clinging. 
For    in  -  to  my  life  a  sweet  love  -  lit  ray  Thy  grace    is  gen-tly  bringing. 
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The  night  of  my  sin  was  dark  and  long.  And  fleeting  was  ev-'ry  pleasure, 
I'm   hap  -  pi-er  now  than  I've  ev-er  been.  Since  Jesus  is  mine  complet'ely, 
To  Thee  I  renew  all  the  vows  I've  made.  And  walk  in  Thy  courts  contented. 
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But  Je-sus  has  put  a  new  tho't  in  my  song,  Its  joy  I  can-not  meas-ure. 
I  rest  in  the  arms  of  His  love  and  dream.  Of  an-gels  singing  sweet-ly. 
Thy  ways  are  the  best  and  Thy  plans  well  laid  For  all  who  have  re-pent-ed. 
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CHORUS. 


0  Happy  Day.    Concluded. 
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O  hap  -  py    day, When  Je-sus  made  me  whole, 

Hap  -  py  day,     O    hap  -  py  day,  Yes,  whole. 
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py  day,     O    hap  -  py  da 
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Of  sun-shine  in      my    soul. 
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lap  -  py  day,     u    nap  -  py  aay 
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The  Protecting  Rock. 


W.  T.  G. 


1.  Rock    of     A-ges  shel  -  ter    me,       I    have  found  a  rest    in  Thee, 

2.  Safe    with-in    Thy  cleft     I  stand,  Shield-ed    by  Thy  lov-ing  hand, 

3.  Rock    of     A-ges  shel  -  ter    me,       I     will  still    a -bide  in   Thee, 
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In  af  -  flic-tion's  dreary  hour.  Thou  hast  shown  Thy  gracious  pow'r. 
O  let  nothing  draw  me  thence,  Still  be  Thou  my  sure  de  -  fense. 
Gracious  Mas-ter,  Savior,  Friend,  Keep,  O  keep  me        to    the     end. 
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When  I  Lock  at  the  Stars. 


T.  C.  N. 


Rev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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When  I  look    at  the  stars  I    think  of       home  That 

2.  When  I  look    at  the  stars  I     think  what  it  cost,  My 

3.  When  I  look    at  the  stars  1    think  of  the  King  So 

4.  When  I  look  at  the  stars,  what  joy  fills  my  soul !  I 


Je  -  sus  has 
poor  dy-  ing 
wondrous,  who 
sing  "  all    is 
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gone  to  pre-pare  ;    Its  brightness  and  beauty  has  nev  -  er  been  told — 

soul    to         save ;    How  Je-sus  came  down  from  His  home  in  the  skies, 

is       my        friend  ;  He  nev  -  er  has  failed,  He      nev-er    can  fail, 

mine,  is        mine  ;  "  For  Je  -  sus  will  take  me  to  heav-en    at     last, 
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If        faith-ful    I  shall  be  there. 

Him  -  self  un-to  death  He  gave.    Shine    on,  stars  of  heav-en.    In   the 

On      Him    I    in  peace  de-pend. 

Where  I  shall  for-ev  -  er   shine. 
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love-ly     sky  so  blue;  Sometime  I  may  shine,  E'en  brighter  far  than  you. 
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I  Know  Not, 
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Laura  Bell. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  I  know  not  when  on  the  heaven's  blue  sea,  The  boat  of  death  shall  be 

2.  I  know  not  how    the    change  shall  be,  Thro'  what  black  waves  of 

3.  I  know  not    why     I  am   wait  -  ing  here,  And  what  shall  be  "doth 
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launched  for  me ;  When  the  heart  shall  fal  -  ter,  the  brain  shall 
mis  -  er  -  y,  What  clouds  shall  gath-er,  or  storm-waves 
not  yet    ap-pear,"  But  I    know   some  •?  time,     the    Lord    shall 
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reel,  And  the  ac-tive  fin-gers  cease  to  feel;  But  I  know  some 
beat.  Ere  the  outward  voy-age  shall  be  complete;  But  I  know  when 
call.    With  -  out  whose  no-tice  no  birdlings  fall,  And  in    pain      or 
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time  on  the  oth  -  er  shore.  The  bark  shall  be  anchored  for  ev-er-more. 
pain  of  the  voyage  is  o'er,  I  shall  pass  thro' the  tempest,  O  nevermore, 
pleas-ure,     toil     or    rest,  I  shall  be  as  His  wisdom  doth  see  me  best. 
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Call  Out  the  Volunteers. 


Mrs  Frank  A.  Breck. 


Mrs.  R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  'Tis      a    war-fare  bit-ter,  mighty  that  we  wage,  And  strong  our  powers 

2.  Onward  marching  with  the  gos-pel  ban-ner  high,  The  foes    of  the  Lord 

3.  Who  is     read-y    for  the  bat -tie    of  the  Lord,  To  fight  with  the  might- 
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we    en-gage  ;      But  God  will  make  ustriumpli  o'er  their  rage,  Call  out  tlie 

we    de  -  fy,         And  we  will  stand  to  dare  and  do  and  die ;   Call  out  the 

i  -  est  sword?  To    work  and  wait  in  patience  for  reward?  Call  out  the 


> 


ii^fc 


•is 

-0<W- 


:^zipi=[:ttfct=Et:[:t;=lr-^ 


/t_^_#^ 


0^0 


^'       -0 ^—^- 

-I ^ ^- 


— h 


:t^: 


-0—0— 0—0— \~ 

-I 1—. (-^ r-T <—- 


^     ^V    ^    ? 


I 


CHORUS.    Spirito. 
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Call  out  tlie  volmiteers,  there  is  battling  to  be  done; 

— »— t^— I i f-l — 1 — i 'l — 0-0-0 

— ^ 0—0- 


g 


-I — I — I 1 «-i- 

-0~0-0~0-W-</- 

•  •  •  •  '^ 


^   ^  N  N 


H-H^— H^^-H-i- 


^     N    ,N    N 


-H 1— 


i^=ij^i^i^z:^=^:i^=fc*=zi^--J-_::^iq=:::S=:SZi=-^ 


:d: 


T^»^# 


rt^ 


i 


Call  out  the  vol-unteers,  we  shall  need  them  ev'ryone,  There'll  be  need  of 
*  *  *    *  -M-0-^^-0-^^-^      "     ^ 
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Call  Out  the  Volunteers.    Concluded. 
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streugth  aud  courage  till  the  setting  of  tlie  sun;  Call  out  the  vol-un-teers 
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M.  E.  Sangster. 


Daily  Bread. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Give  us  this  day,  dear  Lord,  our  dai-ly    bread;  We  do   not    ask  to- 

2.  Give  us  this  ver  -  y      day  our   dai-ly    bread;  Thou  knowest  all   our 
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mor-row's  till    it    come  ;     But  on  the  jour-ney    day  by  day  are 
wants,  that  want  we    bring;     And  in  Thy  footsteps,  Sav-ior,  as     we 
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Until  Thou  guide  us  to  our  heav'nly  home.  A 
We  hail  Thee  Master  and  we  crown  Thee  King. 
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By  the  Love  of  the  Lord. 


Abbie  M.  Gustin, 


Strickland. 


1.  By  the  love  of  the  Lord,  And  the  truth  of  His  word,  And  His  faithfulness, 

2.  For  He  lov-eth  us  ev-er.  And  heareth  our  prayer,  And    heals  ev-'ry 

3.  Then  sing  we  with  gladness,Thro'  faith  in  His  name, Who  hear-eth  e'en 
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day  un  -  to  day;  We'll  join  in  His  praise,  With  one  glad,  sweet  ac-cord, 
sickness  and  pain;  He  tak  -  eth  our  griefs,  Our  bur-dens  and  fears, 
ere  we're  a-ware   Who  lightens  our  darkness,  Our  doubts  and  despair, 
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As  we  hast -en  a-long  the  bright  way. 

And    hark  -  ens  to    ev  -  'ry  com-plain.     So,  faith-ful  -  ly  ev  -  er,  we'll 

His  good-ness  and  love  we'll  pro-claim. 
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jour-ney  a-long,  And  true  to  our  Master  stand.  Aye!  onward,  right  on- 
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By  the  Love  of  the  Lord.    Concluded, 


ward,  our  watchword  shall  be,  For  we're  march-ing  to  Ca-naan's  land. 
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Jesus,  Lead  the  Way. 


(As  sung  by  C.  E.  Rowley  and  wife.) 


Andante. 
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Arr.  by  Mks.  C.  E.  R. 
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1.  Jesus,  lead  the  way,  So  we  shall  not  stray;  From  the  path  while  here  abiding, 

2.  Should  our  fare  be  hard,  Be  Thou  our  reward;  Should  our  days  be  very  dreary, 

3.  Should  the  tempter's  dart  Vex  and  wound  our  heart,  Then  in  all  our  woe  and  weakness, 

4.  Lord,  Thy  guidance  lend  Thro'  life  to  to  the  end;  Should  the  way  be  smooth  or  trying. 
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But  shall  follow  Thy  safe  guiding;  Lead  us  by  the  hand.  To  that  happy  land. 

And  our  bur-dens  very  wea-ry;  Lead  us  by  the  hand,  To  that  happy  land. 
Grant  us  patience,  grant  us  meekness;  Lead  us  by  the  hand.  To  that  happy  land. 

Still  will  we  to  Thee  be  crying;  Lead  us  by  the  hand.  To  that  happj  land. 
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The  Feast  of  Heaven. 


T.  C.  N. 

1.  Hark!  'tis  the  in  -  vi    -    ta    - 

2.  Why  should  we  suffer     hun    - 

3.  Come,  come  and  feast  with  Je  - 

4.  Come  now  and  live  for  -  ev    - 
^     -^  •  -#-     -    ■#■      -G^ 

\- — ^. — >^ — I — 


Hev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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tion,  "Come  to  the  feast    of      love," 
ger  ?     Why  should  we  wait  and  die  ? 

Come  sit  be-side      the    King ; 

Come  now  and  happy        be ; 
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"  Come  all  who  will,  and  wel  -  come,' 
Why    in    thedes-ert    wan  -  der? 
Come,  hear  His  words  of    wis  -  dom. 
Good  things   for  all  are    read    -    y. 
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Call  -  eth  the  King    a   - 
God  now    is    ask  -  ing  ' 
Come,  and  His  prais-es 
Good  things  for  you  and 
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Come  to  the  feast    of      heav    -    en,    "  Come,"  is  the  bless-ed     call ; 
the    feast  of  heav-en, 
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Come,  while  the  King's  in-vit     -      ing,     Come,  there  is  room  for  all. 
the  King's  in-vit  -  ing, 
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Oh!  It's  Wonderful. 
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R.  H.  VlLLIS. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 


1.  O    it's   won-der-ful,  it's  won-der-ful,  Since  Christ  has  saved  me,  This  sal- 

2.  There's  no  lacking  in  the  fullness,  Of  the  love  God  ofl'ers  all,      I     can 

3.  Earthly  love  tho'  priz'd  most  dearly,  With  His  love  cannot  compare,  Earthly 

4.  When  this  stormy   life    is      o  -  ver,  When  I  lay  me  down  to  rest,  Heaven's 
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va-tion  full  and  free,  Ev  -  er-more  shall  dwell  in    me.  And     I  praise  His 
feel  the  Savior's  love,  Like  the  spirit's  white-wing'd  dove.  And    it    set  -  ties 
ties  tho'  oft  most  rare,  Still  are  shadowed  o'er  with  care.  But  God's  love  is 
light  will  nev  -  er  fail,  'Twill  illume  death's  gloomy  vale.  And  I'll  praise  Him 


ho-ly  name.  Yes,  His  prom-is-es    I  claim,  Praise  the  Lord!  I  know  He's  mine, 
o'er  my  breast,  Bringing  joy  and  peace  and  rest.  Yes,  His  love  now  fills  my  soul. 

full  and  free,  Bless  His  name  it  is  for  me,  Praise  the  Lord!  I  know  He's  mine, 
full  and  free,  That  His  love  has  shone  on  me,  Praise  the  Lord!  I  know  He's  mine. 


CHORUS. 


Oh!  it's  wonderful,  it's  wonder-ful    to   me.  This  sal-va-tion  full  and  free. 
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Oh!  it's  wonder-ful,  it's  wonderful    to  me,  That  my  Savior  dwells  in  me. 
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M.  Gumming. 


In  the  Fortress  of  His  Love. 

J.  H.  EOSKCRANS. 


1.  Sin  has  thrown  its  arrows  round  me,  And  with  snares  my  pathway  wove, 

2.  Storms  have  raged  and  tempests  shattered  Ev'-ry    hope  sent  from  a  -  hove, 

3.  When  life's  day  is  turned  to  dark-ness,  And  down  pleasure's  path  we  rove ; 

4.  Though  ar-rayed  in  strongest  ar-mor,  "Tried  and  true"  from  heav'n  above, 


But  I'm  safe    whate'er  be  -  tide  me,  In  the  for-tress  of 

But  my  sin-tossed  soul  found  shelter,  In  the  for-tress  of 

There  lurks  dan  -  ger,  seek  for  suc-cor,  In  the  for-tress  of 

Sa-tan's  shafts    can  nev-er  reach  me,  In  the  for-tress  of 
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His  love. 

His  love. 

His  love. 

His  love. 


I  .      I 


^=i=r=^r 


— t^ ■ 


r^^ 


i 


4'lIORl 


fe^ 


^ 


:*=i: 


:S=^=S= 


^;T 


-^=1 S- 


T  Z  r 

will     sing the 

I      will  sing, 


love      of 


Je      -      sus, 
yes,  I'll   sing, 


When  my 
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strength it's  weakness  prove, 

When  my  strength  weakness  prove, 


I      will  find, 
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will  find   the 
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the    for      -      -      tress    of    His     love. 
In    the    for-tress    of    His    love. 
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To-morrow  We're  Going  Home.  55 

T.  C.  N.  Rev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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1.  There  is  much  for    ev  -  'ry  -  one     to      do,         For 

2.  We  must  work  while  it     is  called  to  -  day,       For 

3.  We  must  have  our  hearts  made  pure  and  white,  For 

4.  We  must    win    a    man  -  sion  and    a    crown.   For 
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mor-row  we're 
mor-row  we're 
mor-row  we're 
mor-row  we're 


m 


fc±il: 


1P    y    1/    U'— k^^ 


■^^H* 


:^: 


m^ 


1t^=Ml 


H^-k- 


t: 


-^—^ 


i 


'M=^ 


^^ 


::^v 


:i!==^: 


go  -  ing  home 

go  -   ing  home 

go  -   ing  home 

go  -  ing  home 
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"Go    and      la  -   bor,"    is      the    call     to  you, 

Not    a        mo -ment  should  we  throw  a    -  way, 

And  our  lamps    all  trimmed  and  burn-ing  bright, 

Read-y      then      to      lay  earth's  bur-dens  down, 


df k^tgr=lg=tz: 


e 


±z: 


niORITK. 


For    to-morrow  we're  go  -  ing  home.  With  courage    we  will  work,  with 
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patience  we  will  wait,  Till  our  dear  Sav-ior  whispers  to  us  "  Come;"  Then  with 
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joy  we'll  en-ter  heaven's  gate ;  For   to-mor-row  we're  go -ing  home, 

pear-ly  gate ; 
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The  Prodigal  Daughter. 


Slow,  with  expression. 

4 N-^— 


fe:G:-^-5E 


m 


-N--Nf 


7^* 

1.  To  the  home  of  the  Fa-ther   re-turn  -ing, 

2.  But        ah!  for  the  prod-i  -  gal  daughter, 

3.  But  thanks  to  the  Shepherd,  whose  mercy 


Tali  Esen  Morgan.    By  per. 
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The    prod  -  i  -  gal. 

Who  has  wandered  a- 

Still    fol  -  lows  the 
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wea  -  ry  and  worn,  Is  greet-ed  with  joy  and  thanks-giv-ing, 
way  from  her  home,  Her  feet  must  still  press  the  dark  val-ley, 
sheep  tho'  they  stray,  The  weakest  and  e'en  the  for  -  sak  -  en. 


As 

And 

He 
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when  on  his  first  na-tal  morn, 
thro'  the  wild  wilderness  roam, 
bears  on  His  bosom    a  -    way. 
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A  robe  and  a  ring  is  his  por-tion, 
A  -  lone  on  tlie  bleak  barren  mountains, 
And  in  the  bright  mansions  of  glory, 
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The        servants  as  sup-pli-ants 
The    mountain  so  dreary  and 
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bow;     He   is  clad  in  fine  linen  and 
cold,    No  hand  is  outstretched  in  fond 
Which  the  blood  of  His  sacrifice  won,  There  is  room  for  the  prod-i-gal 
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The  Prodigal  Daughter.    Concluded 
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pur-ple, 
pit  -  y, 
daughter, 


In  re-turn  for  his  pen-i  -  tent 
To  welcome  her  back  to  the 
As      well  as  the  prod-i-gal 
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vow,  He  is  clad  in  fine 
fold.  No  hand  is  out- 
son,  There  is  room  for  the 
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lin  -  en  and  pur-ple, 
stretched  in  fond  pity, 
prod  -  i  -  gal  daughter. 
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re-turn  for  his  pen  -  i  -  tent  vow. 
wel-come  her  back  to  the  fold, 
well    as    the  prod  •  i  -  gal    son. 
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Mary  F. 


MacFarland 

Andante 


A  Child's  Prayer, 


H.  J.  Hyatt. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Savior,  hear  our  pray'r,  Shield  us  with  Thy  loving  care ; 

2.  Guideus  thro' the  paths  of  life,  Free  from  en  -  vy,  hate  and  strife ; 

3.  All  our  days  and  ev  -'ry  hour.    Give  us  grace  and  love  and  pow'r, 


Morning,  evening,  day  and  night,  Keep  us  ho  -  ly  in  Thy  sight. 
Let  us  dai  -  ly  do  some  deed  For  a  lone  -  ly  soul  in  need. 
That  our  tho'ts  and  lives  maybe  Filled  with  perfect  char-i  -    ty. 
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Clinging  and  Resting. 


By  per. 


1.  To  the  cross  I  long  was  cling  -  ing,      As      a    ref  -  uge  from  des-pair, 

2.  To  the  cross  I  cling  no  long  -  er,    Doubts  and  fears  no  long-er    feel, 

3.  My  sal  -  va-tion  is  com  -  plet  -  ed,  Christ  my  hope,  my  life  and  light, 


7^ 


Found  re-lief  from  guilt  of  sin  -  ning, 
Faith  and  hope  and  love  are  strong-er, 
Sin  and  death  and  hell  de  -  feat  -  ed. 
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While  I  lin-gered  cling-ing  there ; 
Je  -  sus'  blood  doth  ful-ly  heal ; 
Can-not  now  my  soul  af  -  fright ; 
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Still  life's  waves  and  storms  assailed  me,  Doubt  and  fear  my  mind  distressed, 
Now  my  song  is  not  "I'm  cling-ing,"  That  to  me  would  ne'er  be    lost, 
Heav-eu  seems  in  bless-ed  near  -  ness.  And  earth's  treas-ures  are  as  dross. 
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And  with  all  the  cross  a  -  vailed  me,  Cling-ing  gave  no  per  -  feet  rest. 
When  mind,  heart  and  soul  are  sing-ing,  I  am  re&t  -  ing  at  the  cross. 
While  'mid  light  of  doubtless  clam  -  or,         I    am  rest  -  ing  at   the  cross. 
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Clinging  and  Resting.    Concluded. 
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1.       I    was  cling-ing, I  was  cling-ing, Sim  -  ply 

I  was  cling-ing,  I  was  cling-ing, 

2-3.  I      am  rest  -  ing, I  am  rest  -  ing, Sweet-ly 

I    am  rest-ing,  1    am  rest-ing. 
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clmg  -  ing  to      the     cross,  I  was  cling  -  ing, 

to  the  cross,  1  was  cling-ing, 

rest-ing    at    the    cross,  1  am   rest-ing, 

at  the^  cross,  I    am  rest-ing. 


^       .     y   '•   '/   ^ 

I   was  cling- ing, Sim  -  ply  cling- ing    to      the     cross. 

I  was  cling-ing, 
I    am    rest-ing,.. Sweet-ly    rest-ing    at      the     cross. 

I    am  rest-ing. 
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Response  to  Prayer. 

Rev.   J.    J.    SOMMERBELL. 
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W.  G.  Tomer. 


0     Fa-ther,  hear  us.  Hear  Thou  in  heav'n,  Thy  dwell  -  ing    place. 
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C.  E.  N 


Something  for  Jesus. 


Neal. 


1.  Some-thing    for      Je  -  sus, 

2.  Some-thing    for      Je  -  sus, 

3.  Some-thing    for      Je  -  sus, 


This  he  my  pray'r  each    day ; 
This  shall  my  life  -  work    be; 
Tell  the  glad  news  to        all ; 
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Some    work    or      serv  -  ire, 
Liv  -  ing    for       Je    -    bus,- 
Je    -   sus      in  -  vites     you, 
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While  on  my  pil  -  grim  way. 
Je-  sus,  who  died  for  me. 
List   to  His  lov  -  ing       call: 
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Ma-ny  need  help  all  a-round  me, 
Pardon  and  peace  He  hath  giv-en, 
"Come  un-to  me,  all  ye  wea  -  ry, 


Ma-i.yare  go -ing  a   -    stray, 
An-swer  to  pen  -  i  -  tent  plea, 
Euin'd  and  lost  in   the      fall," 
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I  would  do  something  for  Je  -  sus,  Something  for  Him  each  day. 
1  would  do  something  to  praise  Him,  Who  hath  done  all  for  me. 
I  would  go  tell  the  sweet  sto  -  ry,  Tell    it  to      one       and    all. 
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Something  for  Jesus.    Concluded. 
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Some      -      -      thing  for    Je    -    -    -    -    sus,  for     this would  I 

Something,  yes,  something  for  Je-sus,  tlie  Sav-ior,  yes,  something  for  Je-sus,  for 
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pray; Some    -      -     -    thing  for    Je    -     -     -     -    sus,  yes, 

Je  -  sus  each  day;  Something,  yes,  some-thing  for    Je  -  sus,  the  Sav  -  ior,  yes. 
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Some    -    -    -    thing  each   day Some    -    -    -    thing  for 

Some-thing  for  Je  -  sus,   for    Je-sus  each  day.        I  would  do  something  for 
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Je    -      -      -     -     sus,  for      this would   I      pray ; 

Je-sus,  my  Sav  -  ior,  yes     I  would  do  something  for    Je  -  sus  each  day. 
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Some    -    -    thing  for  Je    -      -     -    sus  each  day 

I  would  do  something  for  Je-sus,  my  Sav-ior,  for  Je-sus,  my  Sav-ior  each  day. 
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62  I'm  Glad  That  Tm  a  Christian. 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  I'm  glad  I  ev  -  er  start-ed  in  this  bless-ed  Christian  way,  'Tis  the 

2.  I'm  glad  I  ev  -  er  start-ed  in   the   way  the  Sav  -  ior  trod,  Tho'  it 

3.  I'm  glad  I  ev  -  er  start-ed  in  this  good  old  beat-en  track,  Where  the 

4.  I'm  glad  I  ev  -  er  start-ed,  and  I'll  press  my  way  a-long,  Knowing 
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on-ly  way  to  find  a-bid-ing  love  ;  'Tis  the  on-ly  way  to  trav-el  thro'  this 
leads  me  in  the  path  of  self  de-nial;  For  by  faith  I'm  looking  forward  to  the 
pilgrims  left  their  foot-prints  long  a-go;  Tho'  they  suffered  persecution,  yet  they 
well  that  ev'ry  day  on  earth  I  roam  On-ly  brings  me  that  much  nearer  to  that 
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life  from  day  to  day,  'Tis  the  on  -  ly  way  to  reach  that  home  a  -  bove. 
cit  -  y  of  our  God,  I'll  be  there  in  just  a  ver  -  y  lit  -  tie  while, 
nev-er  once  turned  back,  Now  they're  wear-ing  robes  in  glo-ry  white  as  snow. 
land  of  joy  and  song.  Where  I'll  find  at  last  my  soul's  e  -  ter-nal  home. 
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Lord,  I'm  glad  that 

Praise  the  Lord,  that 
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glad  I    ev  -  er  started    in  the  way  ;  For  my  Savior  bears  my  load  o-ver 


I 
life's  un-e-ven  road,  And  He  guides  me  andpro-tects  me  ev  -  'ry    day. 
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Just  As  I  Am. 


Charlotte  Elliott. 


Tune:  Woodworth.     L.  M. 


1.  Just  as  I 

2.  Just  as  I 

3.  Just  as  I 

4.  Just  as  I 
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am,  with-out  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
am,  and  wait-ing  not  To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
am,  tho'  tossed  a-bout  With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
am,  poor,  wretched,  blind;  Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
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And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come 

To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come 

Fight-ings  within  and  fears  with-out,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come 

Yea,    all      I  need,  in  Thee  I    find,    O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come 


come! 
come ! 
come! 
come! 
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5  Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 


6  Just  as  I  am — Thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 
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Come  Out  In  the  Sunlight. 


Effie  Wells  Loucks 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  All  na-ture  loves  sunlight, 'tis  shown  ev-'ry  day,  Theflow'rsare  the 

2.  Sin  deep  in  the  heart  makes  it  dark  as  the  night,  And  leaves  not  a 

3.  Oh,  stay  then  no  long-er    in  dark-ness  and  sin.    But      o  -  pen  your 


'^'^^S^ 


^=ip=^=^iqi=:^=bji=^=fi=p: 


P->-R--^--Fi^— b^— fc>^— g^— fc^— V-fg^— ti^— ^— I- 


#— ^— P- 

-»— » — m- 


bright  -  er  when  bathed  in      its    ray  ;  The  plants  have  more  blossoms,  the 
space  for    the     won  -  der  -  ful  light  Which  Christ  in  His  goodness  would 
heart  and    let      Je  -  sus  come    in  ;    Come  out    in    the  sun-light  that 
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grass  is  more  green.  And  ev  -  'ry-thing  gay-er  where  sun-light  is  seen, 
give    ev  - 'ry  soul  When  bathed  in  His  blood  and  made  per-fect-ly  whole, 
shines  from  above,     And  join  in  our  praise  for  the    gift    of   His  love. 
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Come  out in    the  sun      -      light,        beau      -      -      ti  -  ful 

Come   out  in  the  sun  -  light,  beau-ti-ful  light.  Come  out  in  the  sun  -  light, 
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Come  Out  in  the  Sunlight. 


Concluded. 
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sun 
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that     shines from   a    ■    bove of 

that  shines  from  a-bove,  that  shines  from  a- bove. 
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Je  -  sus'     love. 
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Jesus,  Savior,  Pilot  Me. 
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Edward  Hopper 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot    me       O  -  ver  life's  tem-pest-uous  sea; 
D.  C. — Chart  and  compass  came  from  Thee;  Je-sus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot     me. 

2.  As      a  moth  -  er  stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the    o-cean  wild  ; 
B.  C. — Wond'rous  Sov'reign  of    the     sea,     Je-sus,  Sav  -  ior,  pi  -  lot    me. 

3.  When  at  last      I    near    the  shore,  And  the  fear  -  ful  breakers   roar 
D.  C. — May      I  hear  Thee  say    to    me,  "  Fear  not,    I      will  pi  -  lot  thee  !  " 
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Unknown  waves  be-fore  me  roll,  Hid-ing  rock  and  treach'rous  shoal  ; 
Boist'rous  waves  o-  bey  Thy  will  When  Thou  say'st  to  them,  "  Be  still! ' 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peace  -  ful  re^t,  Then,  while  lean-ing  on    Thy  breast, 


66  Do  You  Hear  His  Message  ? 

Laura  E,  Newell.  C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  Do  you  hear  His  message  Ringing  loud  and  clear?  Will  you  pause  and  harken? 

2.  Do  you  hear  His  message  ?  Heavy  laden, "rest!"  "Come  to  me,"  saith  Jesus, 

3.  None  are  e'er  re-ject-ed,  Who  repent  in  truth,  On-ly  come  be-liev-ing, 
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Harken,  soul,  and  hear,  Mes-sag-es  from  heaven.  Tidings  "Grace  is  free!" 
Lone-ly,  sore  oppressed —  I  am  with  you  al-way,  You  my  love  may  know, 
Age,   or  ten-der  youth.     Ev-'rysoul  is  wel-come,  Christ  stands  at  the  door, 
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List -en,  wea-ry   pil-grim,    Lo!    it  is    to  thee.    Ten 
Sins  tho'  bright  as  scarlet.  Shall  be  white  as  snow 


der-ly  and 


Knocking,  soul  admit  Him,  Yours  for  evermore.    Tenderly  and  sweetly 
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Sweet      -       ly                 Je          -          sus  now  doth  speak. 
Tenderly  and  sweetly       Jesus  now  doth  speak,     Jesus  now  doth  speak. 
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Do         -         you  hear  His  mes    -    sage?  "They  shall  find,  who  seek." 
Do  you  hear  His  message  ?  Do  you  hear  His  message  ? 
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My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Ray  Palmer. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up      to  Thee,    Thou  Lamb  of      Cal  -   va  -  ry, 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace    im-part    Strength  to    my    faint  -  ing  heart; 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze    I    tread,    And    griefs  a  -  round  me  spread, 

4.  When  ends  life's  transient  dream,  When  death's  cold,  sul-len  stream 
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Sav  -  lor  di  -  vine !  Now  hear  me  while  I  pray,  Take  all  my 
My  zeal  in-spire ;  As  Thou  hast  died  for  me,  O  may  my 
Be  Thou  my  Guide;  Bid  dark-ness  turn  to  day,  Wipe  sorrow's 
Shall     o'er  me  roll,      Blest  Sav-ior,  then,    in   love,     Fear    and  dis- 
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guilt    a  -  way  ;  O        let   me  from  this  day    Be  whol  -  ly    Thine, 

love    to   Thee  Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be     A      liv  -   ing     fire, 

tears    a  -  way,  Nor      let  me    ev  -    er  stray  From  Thee   a  -  side, 

tress    re-move  ;  0      bear  me  safe      a  -  bove,  A    ran-.com ed  soul. 
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My  Sin  Nailed  Him  There. 


C.  Austin  Miles. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  Say,  what  means  this  great  commotion  ?  Why  this  wild,  tumultuous  throng? 

2.  O,    the    cru  -  el  pain  and   an-guish       That  my  Sav-ior  bore  for    me, 

3.  Not    a  word   of  scorn  He  ut-tered;        Not  a  look,  but  'twas  of    love. 
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Who  is  this  who  goes  be-fore  them     Urged  by  an-gry  cries,  a  -   long? 
When  He  gave  His  life,  my  ran- som,    WhenHediedto   set   me    free. 
As     He  hung,  by  earth  re-ject  -  ed.        And,  it  seemed,  by  God  a 
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On  His  form  the  cross  for  me  ? 
Nor  de-serv-ing  of  His  care, 
In  His  an-guish  and  de-spair, 
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Is      it    Je  -  sus  who  is    bear-ing 
All   un-worth-y     of    His    no  -  tice, 
All  my  sin    lie  free-Iy    par-doned, 
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Yes, 'tis  He!  and  see!  they  nail  Him        On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
Yet  for  me  He  bowed  in   sor-row —  'Twas  my  sin  that  nailed  Him  there. 
Tho'  I    nev  -  er  can   for  -  get    it—     'Twas  my  sin  that  nailed  Him  there. 
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0,  the  death  of  Christ, mj'  Sav-ior, 
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O,  the  love  be-yond  compare; 
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On  the  cru  -  el  cross  He    suf-fered —  'Twas  my  sin  that  nailed  Him  there. 

-i«. .  ^tf.  -(•-  _^^    J*-  -*-  i*- :  -^-  -*-    -*- 


■^-^■=^. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 


Coming  Home. 


Mbs.  H.  L.  Stevens. 
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1.  I     have  drift -ed  from   my   8av   -  ior, 

2.  Ma  -  ny  years  of    life    I've  wast  -  ed, 

3.  Now    I    give   up    all,    dear  Je  -    sns, 

4.  Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  lev  -  ing   Sav   -  ior, 
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From    His  love  and   care, 

Slight  -  ed  God's  dear  call. 

All      to  Thee    I     give. 

Shepherd,  kind  and    true, 
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Now  I'm  coming  back  to   Je  -    sus,        Ev  -    er  more  His  love  to  share. 
Now    I  trust  His  of-fered  mer  -  cy.     Make  Him  now  myall    in      all. 
I     will  ope  my  heart's  door  gladly      Come,  and  now  within  me    live. 
Will  Thou  take  my  hand  and  lead  me.     As    life's  journey  I   pur  -  sue. 
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I      am  coming  home,  Nev-ermoreto    roam, 

coming  home,  never  to  roam. 
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Blessed  Jesus  come  and  guide  me,  In  the  path  that  leads  to  Thee. 

that  leads  to  Thee. 
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C.  E.  N. 


In  Heaven  Above. 


Chas.  E.  Neal. 
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1.  There  is     a   land  of  light  and  joy         Beyond  this  world  of  care, 

2.  There  Je-sus  shows  His  lovely  face,        And  angels  round  the  throne 

3.  And  with  the  ransomed,  blood-washed  throng,  We'll  sing  His  praises,  meet; 

4.  We'll  tell  the  sto  -  ry  o'er  and  o'er,         Of    Je  -  sus  and  His  love  ; 
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And  bliss  e  -  ter-nal  ne'er  shall  cloy.     When  we  are  gathered 
Sing    of    the  wonders      of    his  grace        Andglo-ry  all  His 
We'll  chant  the  ev-er  -  last-ing  song,    AVhile  bowing  at    His 
And  ev  -  er  love  Him,  more  and  more,  When  in  that  land  a  • 


there, 
own, 
feet, 
bove, 
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And  bliss  e  -  ter-nal,  ne'er  shall  cloy  When  we  are  gathered  there. 
Sing  of  the  wonders   of  His  grace      And  glo  -  ry    all  His  own. 
We'llchant  the  ev-er-last-ing  song,     While  bow-ing  at    His  feet. 
And  ev  -  er  love  Him,  more  and  more,  When  in  that  land  a-  bove. 
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In  heav'n  above,  that  land  of  love.     We'll  live  'mid  pleasures  ev  -  er, 
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With  loved  ones  there  our  joys  to  share,  Where  parting  shall  be  never. 
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Come,  Blessed  Lord,  and  Save  Me. 

Rev.  T.  C.  Neal. 
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1.  Now,  O  Christ,  I   yield  to  Thee, — Come,  blessed  Lord,  and  save  me. 
From  my  sins,  O    set    me  free, — Come,  blessed  Lord,  and 

2.  At    Thy  mer-cy-seat    1    bow. — Come,  blessed  Lord,  and  save  me, 
Take  me    as      I     am  just  now, — Come,  blessed  Lord,  and 

3.  Help  me,  Sav-ior,    to    be-lieve; — Come,  blessed  Lord,  and  save  me. 
Now  mv  longing  soul  re-lieve, — Come,  blessed  Lord,  and 
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Save    me,   0    save  me  ;  Come,  blessed  Lord,  and  save  me; 
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Speak  the  word  of  life  just  now,   Come,  blessed  Lord,  and    save  me. 
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Victory  March. 


J.  p. 


R  Jay  Powell. 
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1.  We  are  sol-diers  for  Jesus,  we  march  to  the  fray,  We've  eii-list-ed   for 

2.  With  the  sword  of  the  8pir-it,  the  ar-mor  of  light,  And  the  hopeof  sal- 

3.  To  our   Cap-tain   we   of-fer  our  tribute  of  praise,  Fellow  soldiei's,  come 
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life,  and  by  grace  we  will  stay  ;  We  will  serve  out  our  time  a-midst 
va  -  tion,  our  hel-met  so  bright,  Let  us  an-swer  the  roll-call  and 
join    in    the  songs  that  Ave  raise.    We  will  val-iant-ly  stand  till  the 
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fear    or  renown,  And  when  life  here  shali  end  we  will  wear  a  bright  crown, 
stand  in  our  place,While  we  watch,  fight  and  pray  in  the  strength  of  His  grace, 
bat  -  tie     is  past,  Then  we'll  go  home  to  live  with  the  Sav-ior    at    last. 
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We  will  march  on  -    to       glo      -     ry ;  Tell    -    ing   the 

On-ward  march   to       glo -ry,  and  we'll  tell  the   old,  old 
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sto    -     ry,  Tell-ing  the  sto  -  ry    of    Jesus  and  His  love. 

Bto-ry,    ouward,  His  love. 
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Wm.  p.  Mackay 


We  Praise  Thee,  0  God. 


1.  We  praise  Thee,  O  God  !  for  the  Son   of  Thy  love,     For        Je  -  sus  who 

2.  We  praise  Thee,  0  God  !  for  thy  Spir  -  it    of    light.  Who  has  shown  us  our 

3.  All    glo  -  ry  and  praise  to  the  Lamb  tliat  was  slain,  Who  has  borne  all  our 

4.  All    glo-ry  and  praise  to  the  God     of    all  grace.  Who  has  bought  us,  and 

5.  Re  -  vive  us  a  -  gain  ;  fill  each  heart  with  Thy  love ;  May    each  soul  be 


died,  and   is  now  gone  a  -  bove 

Sav-ior,  and  scattered  our  night. 

sins,  and  has  cleansed  ev'ry  stain.  Hal-  le  -  hi  -  jah  1  Thine  the  glory,  Hal-le- 

sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 

re  -  kin-died  with  fire  from  above. 


lu-jah  !  A  -  men.  Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah !  Thine  the  glory, 
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In  the  Army  of  Our  King. 


Mattie  a.  Long. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  We  are  marching  on  to  bat -tie, 

2.  We  are  marching  on  to  bat -tie, 

3.  We  are  manihing  on  to  bat  -  tie, 

4.  We  are  marching  on  to  bat -tie, 
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And  our  standard  we  wil 
We  are  fighting  for  the 
We  will  make  our  forces 
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King; 
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strong  ; 
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We  will  fight  with  deeds  of  kindness,  And  M'ill  loud  ho-san-nas   sing. 
Ev-'ry   day   un-to    our  8av-ior,     As    we  glad -ly  sing  His  praise. 
He  will    ev  -  er    be  our  Lead-er,  We'll  o  -  bey  His  precious  word. 
We  will  win  with  Je-sus'  weapons,  Words  anddeedsand  joyous  song. 
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CHORUS. 


March  -    ing,  sing    -    ing,  Happy    all    the  day,     all  the 

Marching,  marching,  singing,  singing,     Happy     all  the  day,     we  are 
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day ; We  are  maich     -     ing   on    to    bat    -     tie, 

hap-py    all  the  day ;  We  are  march-ing      on    to  bat-tie.  We 
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In  the  Army  of  Our  King.    Concluded. 
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We  are  winning  in  the    fray, 

are  winning,  winning  in   the  fray, 


winning   in   the  fray, 
winning  in  the  fray. 
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The  Coming  of  the  King, 

W.  T.  G. 

li       Slow. 
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W.  T.  GiPFE. 


1.  O    the  com-ing 

2.  O    the  com-ing 

3.  O    the  com-ing 
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of 
of 
of 


the  King, 
the  King, 
the  King, 
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the  com-ing 
the  com-ing 
the  com-ing 


^3 

the  King,  Will 


the  King,  Will 
the  King,  Will 


I  be  read 
you  be  read 
we    bo  read 
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y    for  the  com-ing  of    my  King?  Will  my  house  be    in 

y    for  the  com-ing  of  your  King?  Will  your  house  be  in 

y    for  the  com-ing  of  our  King?  May  our  house  be    in 
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order   When    I  reach  life's  bor-der,  And  my  King   calls  for    me? 

or-der  When  you  reach  life's  bor-der.  And  your  King  calls  for  you? 

or-der  When  we  reach  life's  bor-dor,  And  our  King    calls  for    us? 
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Unless  I  Tell  the  Story. 


Laura  E.  Xewei.l. 


CuAS.  L.  Strickland. 
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1.  Un  -  less    I     tell  the    sto  -  ry    Of  Christ  the  King  of  Glo  -  ry,  And 

2.  Un  -  less    I     tell  the  straying  There's  danger  in  de  -  lay-ing,  And 

3.  Oh,  then  while  time  is  fly  -  ing,  And  souls  are  fainting,  dy-ing;  Dear 
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seek  the  wayward  wand'rers  day  by  day,  I  do  not  heed  His  plead-ing, 
urge  them  to  ac-cept  my  Je-sus,  now. With  fervent  true  con-tri  -  tion, 
8av  -  ior,  use  me  ev  -  er,  as  Thou  wilt.  Di-rect  me   for  Thy  glo  -  ry, 


"^^1 
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Whose  Spir-it  in  -  ter  -  ced  -  ing,  Directs  each  soul  who,  loyal,  should  obey 
Win  souls  for  joys  e  -  ly  -  sian,  I'm  heedless  of  my  trust  and  of  my  vow. 
To        tell  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry,  And  grunt  that  I  may  succor  souls  from  guilt. 
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Un  -  less     I     tell   the      sto  -   rv       Of 
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Je  -  sus  and  His      love. 
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Unless  I  Tell  the  Story,    Concluded. 
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cru-ci  -  fy     my     Sav  -  ior,      A  -  new  and  faith-less  prove. 
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More  Love  to  Thee. 


S.  S,  Myers. 


Fine. 


D.  C.  1.  More     love     to    Thee,        O     Christ,     More      love      to    Thee! 

2.  Once    earth  -  ly      joy  I     craved,    .Sought  peace  and   rest ; 

3.  Then    shall     my      lat    -    est  breath      Wins  -  per    Thy   praise; 
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Hear  Thou  the  pray'r  I  make 
Now  Thee  a  -  lone  I  seek, 
This         be       my     part  -    ing      cry 
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On      bend  -  ed        knee; 
Give     what    is         best ; 


My      heart  shall     raise; 


This 
This 
This 
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all 

still 
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ray  earn  -  est  plea, 
my  pray'r  shall  be, 
mv  prav'r  shall  be. 


More 
More 
More 


love, 
love, 
love. 
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O  Christ,  to  Thee. 
O  Ciirist,  to  Thee. 
0  Christ,  to  Thee. 
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The  Roll  Call  Here. 


Rev.  H.  C.  Woods. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 


^^^ 


1.  Hear  the   or  -  der    of      the  Cap  -  tain  call  -  ing,  time  will  soon  be  o'er, 

2.  See      the   ea  -  ger  hosts    of    Sa  -  tan  gath'riug  round  on  ev  - 'ry  liand; 

3.  When  we  meet  for   cor  -    o-  na  -  tion    of      the  faith-ful    o  -  ver  tliere, 

4.  Time  for  shout-ing  and     re-joic-  ing  when  the  vie  -  to  -  ry      is  won, 
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Ma    -    ny     sol  -  diers    He   must  have  from  far      and  near ;    There  are 
For      our    sons    and  daughters  they     are  fierce  and  strong;  "To      the 
Shall    the    Sav  -  ior     sit  -  ting    on      His  judg-ment  throne,  Say,    "I 
When  God's  ris  -  en  saints  are   wait  -  ing     in      the    air,        But     the 
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souls    in     sin      and   dark-ness,  and     for  them    the    cross     He    bore 
cen  -    tre    ral  -    ly!     ral  -    ly  !  hear    the  voice    of  Christ's  command, 
know  you   not,     de  -  sert  -  er,    you     are    not       a      right  -  ful     heir, 
time     is     now     for     ac  •■  tion  and    hard  fight  -  ing  must    be     done, 
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Come,    my     com  -  rade,  now      fall       in  and  an  -  swer"Here!" 

An    -  swer  "Here!'' and     vol     -  un  -  teer  to  fight      the    wrong. 

For       my      lost       and     hun  -    gry    ones  you  left         a  -   lone." 

Ere       the     roll         is     called     up     yon   -  der,  o    -    ver   tliere. 
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Vol-un-teer,  vol-un-teer  answer  here  !  here !  here!  quickly  speak  loud  and  clear, 
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The  Roll  Call  Here.    Concluded. 
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"I       am  here!  here!  here!'  'Tis  the  Captain's  great  counnand,  Quickly 


tfe=^: 


^•^-*- 


:^^=^J±^=ffz:n 


t=: 


1^  W»— ^-1^ 


:g==r— r-T-r=g: 


■p---^- 


S^^ 


step  and  ral-ly  near,  For  the  bat-tie   ra  -  ges    o -ver  all  the  land. 

all  the  land. 
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Thy  Love  with  Me  Abide* 


D.  J.  Eva 
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R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  Thy     love 
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2.  Thy     love 

with 

me 
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bid 

e!       No 
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love 

so       true, 

8.  Tliv     love 

with 

me 

a  - 

bid 

e!     Each  h 
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less 

hap  - 

less     day, 

4.  Tliv     love 

with 

me 
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Did 

e!      For 

oes 

and 

snares 

a  -  bound, 

5.  Thy     love 

with 

me 

a  - 

bid 

e!        If      1 
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art 
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ly      nigh. 

6.  Thy    love 
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with 
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more 

de  -  part, 
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Be  Thou  my  con -stant  guide, 
Be  ev  -  er  near  my  side, 
A  -  bove  the  storms  I'll  ride, 
My.  faith  is  sore  -  ly  tried, 
I'll  stem  the  ebb  -  ing  tide, 
Dear  -  er    than    all     be  -   side 


Nor      let      me      ev  -    er       stray. 

My  faint- ing    soul     re  -    new. 

If  Thou  wilt    lead  the      way. 

0  com  -  pass    me      a  -  round. 

And  live,  where  now    I         die. 
To       me,  dear  Lord,  Thou    art. 


Copyright,  1902,  by  R.  H.  Willis, 


My  Savior  First  of  All. 


R.  SWENEY. 


1.  When  my  life  work  is  end-ed,  and   I    cross  the  swelling  tide,  When  the 

2.  Oh,    the  soul-thrilling  rapture  when  I  view  his  bless-ed  face,  And  the 

3.  Oh,    the  dear  ones  in   glo-ry,  how  they  beckon  me    to  come,  And  our 

4.  Thro'  the  gates  to  tlie  cit  -  y,   in     a     robe   of  spotless  white,  He  will 


bright  and  glorious  morning  I  shall  see,      I  shall  know  my  Redeemer  when  I 
lus  -  ter  of  His  kind-ly  beaming  eye;  How  my  full  heart  w?ll  praise  ffim  for  the 
part  -  ing   at  theriv-er    I    re  -  call ;     To  the  sweet  vales  of  Eden  they  wrll 
lead   me  where  no  tears  will  ever  fall;      In  the  glad  song  of  a  -  ges  I  shall 


reach  the  other  side,  And  His  smile  will  be  the  first  to  welcome  me. 
mercy,  love  and  grace,  That  prepare  for  me  a  man-sion  in  the  sky. 
sing  my  welcome  home;  But  I  long  to  meet  my  Sav-ior  first  of  all. 
mingle  with  delight;    But  I    long  to  meet  my  Sav-ior  first    of     alL 


<7HOBIIS. 


I  shall  know. ...  Him,  I  shall  know  Him, 
I  shall  know  Him, 
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And  redeemed  by  His  side  I  shall  stand. 
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I  shall  know Him,  I  shaH  know  Him 

I  shall  know  Him, 

-*-  -m-  -*-  h  ^  ^ 


By  the  print  of  the  nails  in  His  hand. 
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"Come  Unto  Me.** 
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Emma  D.  Treichler. 
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C.  V.  Strickland. 
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l."Come  un-to  me,",  the  Savior  calls,  Safe  'neath  my  wings  no  harm  befalls, 
2."Come  un-to  me,"  and   I  will  give  For-give-ness,  if  thou  wilt  believe, 
3.  Great    ag  -  o  -  ny  I  bore  for  tliee, 'Neath  thorny  crown  on  Cal-va-ry, 
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With-in  my  fold,  free  from  all  sin,  Oh,  come  believe  and  en- ter  in. 
My  love  is  greater  than  thy  sin,  I  knock  and  wait,  Oh,  let  me  in. 
I    love  thee  still,  Oh,  hear  my  cry,  Come,  sinner,  come,  why  will  ye  die 
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CHORUS 
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"Come  un-to  me,"  "Come  un-to  me,"  Forsake  thy  sins,  re-pent-ant  be, 
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Up-on  the  cross      I    died  f(jr  tliee,  Oh,  hear  my  call,  "come,  follow  me." 
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C.  E.  N. 


Jesus  Wants  Me  to  Help  Him. 


Chas.  E.  Xeal. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  wants  me    to  help   Him, 

2.  Je  -  sus  wants  me     to  help   Him 

3.  Je  -  sus  wants  me    to  help  Him 


To  help  Him  day  by  day; 
To  save  some  fall  -  en  man, 
To  light  -  en  grief   and   care, 
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To  make  the  world  some  brighter  :  I'm  glad  He  says  I  may. 
And  lead  him  to  the  Sav-ior,  I'm  glad  He  says  I  can. 
In    bear-ing  oth  -  ers'  bur-dens,      I'm  glad      I    have     a      share. 
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CHORUS.    Lively. 
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So,   I'm  Je  -  sus'  lit- tie  help-er,  Scatt'ringsmiles  where'er  I     go, 
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Help-ing  Him  to  bring  some  sunshine    In  -  to  lives  now  filled  with  woe. 
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I  Feel  Like  Traveling  On. 
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Wm.  Hunter,  D.  D. 

With  feeling. 


Arr.  by  Jas.  D.  Vaughan 


II 


1.  My  heav'nly  liorae   is  bright  and  fair, 

2.  Its  glitt'ring  tow'rs  the  sun  outshine, 

3.  Let    oth-ers  seek     a  home  be -low, 

4.  Be  mine    a    hap  -pier  lot    to  own, 

5.  The  Lord  has  been   so  good  to    me. 
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feel 
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ing 
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feel  like  trav-el  -  ing 
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feel  like  trav-el 
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Nor  pain,  nor  death  can  en  -  ter  there,  I 
That  heav'nly  mansion  shall  be  mine,  I 
Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erfiow,  I 
A  heav'n-ly  mansion  near  the  throne,  I 
Un  -  til  that  bless-ed  home  I    see,       I 


feel  like  trav-el  -  ing 
feel  like  trav-el  -  ing 
feel  like  trav-el  -  ing 
feel  like  trav-el  -  ing 
feel  like  trav-el  -  ing 
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Yes,    I     feel  like  trav-el  -  ing    on,  I    feel  like  trav  -  el  -  ing 
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traveling  on : 


My  heav'nly  home  is  bright  and  fair,  I   feel  like  traveling    on. 
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Wilt  Thou  Be  Made  Whole? 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 
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Hear  the  footsteps  of  Je-sus,  He  is  now  passing  by,  Bearing  balm  for  the 
'Tis  the  voice  of  that  Sav-ior,  Whose  nier-ci  -  fal  call    Free-ly    of-fers  sal- 
Are  you  halting  and  struggling, O'er  pow' red  by  your  sin, While  the  waters  aru 
Bless-ed  Sav-ior,  as- sist  us    To      rest  on  Thy  word;  Let  the  soul  healing 
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wounded,  Healing  all  who  ap -ply;    As  He  spake  to   the    suff''rt'r    Who 
A'a  -  tion      To       one  and  to     all;     He    is  now  beck'ning  to  him  Each 
troubled,  Can  you  not  en- ter    in?    Lo,  the  Savior  stands  waiting     To 
pow-er      On   us  now  be  outpour'd:  Wash  awaj^   ev  - 'rv    sin-spot.   Take 
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lay  at  the  pool.  He  is  say- ing  this  moment,"Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
sin-taint -ed  soul.  And  lov-ing-ly  ask-ing,  "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
strengthen  j'our  soul.  He  is  eur-nest-ly  pleading,  "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole ?" 
per-fect  con  -trol,  Say  to  each  trusting  spir-  it,  "Thy  faith  makes  thee  whole." 
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D. /S.  cleansing  waves  roll :  Step     iu  -  to    the  cur-rent  and  thou  shait  be  whole. 

,      (CHORUS. 
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Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?  Wilt  thou  be  made  whole  ?  O   come,  wea  -  ry 


sufF'rer,   O  come,  sin-sick  soul ;  See,  the  life-stream  is   flow-ing,  See,  the 
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J.  E.  F. 


J.  E.  French. 
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1.  O      the  love   of   God  my  Fa-ther, 

2.  Now  behold  my  dear  Re-deem-er, 

3.  See,  the  crimson  flood  is  flow-ing, 

4.  Just  to  know  this  blessed  Sav  -  ior, 


Deep-er  than  the  deep-est 

As    He  dies  up  -  on  the 

From  the  cross  on  Cal  -  va 

And  His  love  beyond   de^ 
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When  He  gave  His  Son,  my  Sav-ior, 
E  -  ven  earth  and  heaven  trem-ble, 
'Tis  the  Father's  ho  -  ly  ran  -  som, 
Fills  my  sou),  with  glad  thanksgiving,    At  the  price  He  paid 


What  a  price  He  paid 

At  the  price  He  paid 

What  a  price  He  paid 
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O    the  price  He  paid  for  me,  O    the  price  He  paid  for    me, 
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Worlds  of  jewels  rare,  They  would  not  com-pare  With  the  price  He  paid  for  me. 


^.  ^ 


m 


■0-0- 


-&-— g::^t=t:: 


0^0 


-t^— ^- 


t=ti:?=t=:fzt:| 
-•—•—» — 0-^0 


Copyright,  1902,  by  R.  H.  Willis. 


-f-rr- 


0 — 0 — I •-h*^-  -H 


86 


What  Are  You  Doing  for  Jesus  ? 


Emily  P.  Miller. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall, 
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1.  What  are  you  do-ing  for    Je  -  sus,     As      you  jour-ney  thro'  life? 

2.  What  are  you  do-ing  for    Je  -  sus?   Are    you  striv-ing  each  day, 

3.  What  are  you  do-ing  for    Je  -  sus?  Soon  comes  set-ting    of      sun; 
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Sow-ing  tlie  grain  for  tlie  har- vest,  Or  scat-ter-ing  seeds  of  strife? 
By  lit  -  tie  acts  of  kind-ness,  To  bright  -  en  some  one's  way? 
Hast-eii    to    tell  the  glad  ti  -  dings,  Lest  you  leave  some  work  undone. 
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What  are      you        do    -      ing,     Do      -      ing       for  Je      -       sus? 

What  are  you  doing  for  Jesus,  your  friend  ?  What  are  you  doing  for  Jesus  to-day  ? 
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What  are        you  do        -       ing     As  the  days  go  by? 

What  are  you  do-ing  for  Jesus,  your  friend 
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What  are       you         do    -     ing,    Do      -      ing       for   Je      -      sus  ? 

What  are  you  doing  for  Jesus,  your  friend  ?  What  are  you  doing  for  Jesus  to-day? 
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What  are        you  do       -        ing     As   the  days    go    by?. 

What  are  you  do-ing  for  Jesus,  your  friend,  days  go  by  ? 


John.  H.  Newman. 


Lead,  Kindly  Light. 


John  B.  Dykes. 


^1 

1.  Lead,  kind-ly  light,   a-mid  th'en-circ-ling  gloom,       Lead  Thou  rue 

2.  I      was      not    ev  -,er  thus,  nor  pray'd  that  Thou  Shouldst  lead  me 

3.  So    long  Thy  pow'r  hath  blest  me,  sure  it    still  Will   lead    me 
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on;  The  night  is      dark,  and    I       am  far    from  home, 

ou;          I     loved    to    choose  and  see    my  path;  but  now 

on;  O'er  moor  and    fen,  o'er  crag  and  tor  -  rent,  till 

k  I  -m-    -m-   -m-     -m- 


"^ry-r^ 


r—r — r — g=g: 


-m 


<iS>- 


s 


:N=tc 


^t- 


^ 


:i=^ 


fc: 


:^- 


^ 


:g; 


-^-t^— ^- 


:22: 


:^ 


"r 


I 
Lead  Thou  me  on ;    Keep  Thou  my       feet ;      I       do  not  ask       to 
Lead  Thou  me  on  ;         I     loved   the        gar  -    ish   day;  and,  spite   of 
The  night    is    gone.    And  with   the      morn    those  an  -  gel  fac    -  es 
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The    dis  -    tant    scene;  one  step   e-  nough  for    me. 
Pride  ruled     my      will ;      re-mem-ber    not      past  years. 
Which    I      have    loved  long  since,  and  lost       a-  while. 


88  I  Need  the  Prayers. 

" — and  pray  one  for  another..,. The  effectual  fervent  prayer  of  a  righteous  man  availeth  much." 

J  AS.  5:  16. 
J.  D.  V.  Jas.  D.  Vaughan. 

With  feelini:. 
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1.  I  need  the  pray'rs  of  those  I  love,  While  trav'ling  o'er  life's  rugged  way 

2.  I  need  the  pray'rs  of  those  I  love,     To   help  me  in  each  trying  hour  ; 
3«  I  want  my  friends  to  pray  for  me,      To  hold  me  up  on  wings  of  faith ; 
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That  I  may  true  and  faithful    bO;,       And  live  for  Je-sus  ev-'ry 


day. 


To  bear  my  tempted  soul  to  Him,  That  He  may  keep  me  by  His  pow'r 


That  I   may  walk  the  nar-row  wav, 
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Kept  bj'  our  Father's  glorious  grace 
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I  want  my  friends  to  pray  for  me,    To  bear  my  tempted  soul  a  -  bove, 
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And  in-ter-cede  with  God  for  me,        I  need  the  prav'rs  of  those  I  love. 


t 


■r-    ^   f—  f—  T— 


It 


-I p — p 


•-p=r: 


t 


-I H 


:^cz^z=p=p=p=p: 


Et= 


Owned  and  controlled  by  J.is.  D.  Vaughan. 


■'^        W        \^      \J      ^ 


Get  Acquainted  With  Jesus.  89 

A.  R.  Cakey.  Charlie  D.  Tii.lman. 


1.  Get  acquainted  with  Jesus,  my  friend,  He  is  seeking  a  place  in  your  heart, 

2.  Get  acquainted  with  Jesus,  I  pray,  'Tis  a  banquet  His  smile  to  behold, 

3.  Get  acquainted  with  Jesus,  I  pray,  Do  not  wait  till  distress  brings  you  low, 
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Let  Him  come  all  its  wand'rings  to  end.  And  to  bid  pride  and  error  de-part. 
Those  Avho  trust  Him,  He'll  never  betray.  And  His  love  is  far  better  than  gold. 
Lest  a  stranger  you  find  Him  in  need,    And  your  soul  know  not  whither  to  go. 
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Call  Him  in  and  know      Him,  This  friend  who  is  waiting  to-day  ;. 
Call  Him  in  and  know  thy  friend,  to-day  ; 
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Call  Him  in  and  know      Him,  Get  acquainted  with  Je-sus,  I 
Call  Him  in  and  know  thy  friend, 
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Safe  In  the  Glory  Land. 

"But  now  they  desire  a  better  country."— Heb.  11  :  16. 


Words  arranged. 


T.  M.  BowDiSH. 
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the  good  old  way,  where  the  saints  have  gone,    And    the 

the  good  old  way,    with    an  anch-'ring    hope,     And     our 

the  good  old  way,   with      a  stead -fast    faith,      In      the 

the  good  old  way,     till      our  feet    shall  stand      On      the 
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King  leads  on  be  -  fore  us, 
hearts  for  Zi  -  on  yearn  -  ing, 
bonds  of  love  and  un  -  ion, 
brink    of      Jor  -  dan's   riv    -   er, 
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Oh,  what 
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is 
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prom  -  ise  land.  With  the  day  -  star  shin-ing    o'er    us  ! 

King's  command,  With  our  lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning!     Trav'linghome, 

King  we    see,     And  with  Him  hold  sweet  com-mun-ion ! 

oth  -  er    side,  There  to    sing  His  praise  for  -  ev  -  er ! 
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to    the  man-sions  fair,  Crowns  ev  -  er- last -ing    we  soon  shall  wear ! 
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Oh,  what  a  shout,  when  we  all  meet  there — Safe    in    the  Glo  -  ry   Land  ! 
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Trust  the  Lord. 


91 


Rev.  Thomas  Addington 


J.  A.  Smith. 
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1.  Trust  the  Lord  and  He  will  guide  you,  Tho'  the  way  seems  dark  to  you  ; 

2.  Trust  the  Lord  when  storms  shall  gather,  When  the  deep-voiced  thuuders  r  oil, 

3.  When  life's  fleetiiig  day   is    end-ed,  When  the  evening  shad-ows  fall, 
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His  kind  hand  shall  safely  lead  you     All  the  wea-ry    jour-ney  thro'. 
Peace  shall  reign  in  all  your  borders,  Naught  shall  harm  the  trusting  soul. 
Brightshalldawntheglad  to-morrow,  Christ  will  then  be  all    in    all. 
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Oh,  the  message  sweeHy    fall-ing,     Oh,  the  ten-der  pleading  come. 
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On  -  ly  trust  and  heed  the  call-ing,  His  kind  hand  will  guide  thee  home 
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A  Little  While. 


Jennie  Wilson. 


D.  W.  Crist. 
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ye  Christian  toiler,  Will  the  tasks  be  hard 
ye  Christian  pilgrims,  Will  the  way  be  rough 
ye  soul  in    sorrow,  Will  the  shadows  dark- 
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that  your  hands  must  do,  Soon  the  glad  reward  and  the  long  sweet  resting, 
which  your  feet  must  tread, When  you  reach  the  height  where  your  path  is  lead-ing 
ly    a  -  round  you   lie,      Soon  the  golden  beams  of    a    joy  im-mor-tal 
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By     the  Mas-ter  giv  -  en  will  come  to    you. 
Scenes  of  fade-less  beau  -  ty  will  round  you  spread 
Will  dis  -  pel  the  clouds  that  now  gloom  the  sky. 
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with  your  la-bor  end-ed.   Weary  nev-er-more  and  from  earth-bonds  free, 
with  your  journey  finished,   To  your  raptured  vi  -sion  the  cit  -  y  fair, 
will    the  wondrous  glo-ry     And  the  peace  of  heav-en    un  -  to  you  come, 
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You  shall  range  in  gladness  with  ho-ly  an  -  gels  Thro'  the  bound-less  renlu.3 
Will  ap-pear  in  all  of  its  matchlesssplendor  And  your  dwelling  piace 
When  beyond  all  grief  you  have  passed  for-ev-er,  To  the  bliss  and  light 
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of  the  Father's  home.  Thro'  your  earthly  days  like  di-vin 
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words cheer  up  your  heart,  Soon you'll 

Let  these  blessed  words  cheer  your  trusting  heart,     In     a    little  while 
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meet  the  Sav    -    ior,  And  from  Him no  more  to  part. 

you  will  meet  the  Sav-ior,     And  from  Him  no  more     will  you  ev-er  part. 
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Will  There  Be  Any  Stars  ? 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  I      am  thinking  to'- day    of  that  beau-ti-ful  land  I  shall  reach  when  the 

2.  In  the  strength  of  the  Lord  let  me  la-bor  and  pray,  Let  me  watch  as    a 

3.  0  what  joy    it  will  be  when  His  face  I   be-hold,  Living  gems  at  His 


WME^z 


:S: 


:P=^=P: 


S=t=t 


:i»=^^-P: 


P^=P— P- 


bfe?: 


^    > 


'^    ^ 


rrr 


^ 


-^__^ 


sun  go-eth  down;  When  thro'  wonderful  grace  by  my  Sav  -  lor  I  stand, 
win  -  ner  of  souls;  That  bright  stars  may  be  mine  in  the  glo  -  ri  -  ous  day, 
feet    to  lay  down;   It  would,  sweeten  my  bliss  in    the  cit  -  y    of   gold, 


Will  there  be    a  -  ny  stars   in  my  crown? 

When  His  praise  like  the  sea-billow  rolls.  Will  there  be  a  -  ny  stars,  a-ny 

Should  there  be  a  -  ny  stars  in  my  crown. 
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stars  in  my  crowii,When  at  evening  the  sun  goeth  down? When  I  wake  with  the 

goeth  down  ? 
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blest  In  the  mansions  of  rest,  Will  there  be  an  -y  stars  in  my  crown?. 

any  stars  in  my  crown? 
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All  In  All. 
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H.  Washburn,  S.  T.  D. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  When  my  path  seems  lone  and  dreary,  And  no  ray    of  light  I     see, 

2.  When  life'o  burdens  press  too  heavy,  And  my  spir-  it  would  be  free, 

3.  In    the    storm  and  in   the  tempest.  While  I  sail  life's  troubled  sea, 

4.  In    the      vale     and  in  the  shad-ow,  Till  I  cross  death's  narrovp  sea, 
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'Midst  the  darkness  one  tho't  comforts,  Christ  is  all 
I  would  hast  -  en  to  my  ref  -  uge,  Christ  is  all 
I  have  peace,  oh  blest  as  -  sur-ance,  Christ  ia  all 
Then  in  heav'n  I'll  sing  for-ev  -  er,      Christ  is  all 
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All  in     all,  all  in    all,  Christ  henceforth  my  all  shall  be. 

Christ  is  all,  all  in  all, 
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All  in    all,  all  in  all,  Christ  is    all     in  all    to     me, 

All  in  all,  all  in  all, 
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God  Shall  Wipe  All  Tears  Away. 


J.  D.  V. 


Rev.  21 :  4. 


Jas.  D.  Vaughan. 
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1.  Here  we  have  a  time  of  sor  -  row,  Pain  and  anguish  day  by  day  ; 

2.  Weeping  eyes  shall  weep  no  longer,  Peaceand  joy  shall  last  for  aye; 

3.  At  the  bed-side  of  the  dy  -  ing,    To  the  weeping  gently  say; 
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But  there'll  come  a  timeof  gladness,  "God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a-way." 
In  that  E-den  land  up  yon -der,  "God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a-way," 
That  in  heav'n  there  is  no  sor  -  row,  ''God  shall  wipe  all  tears  a-way," 
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Praise  the  Lord,  how  sweet  the  promise.     As   we  pass  a-long  life's  way  : 
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That  in  heav'n  there'll  be  no  sor-row,  "God  shall  wipe  all  tears  away." 

■0-    -0-    -»-   -G^       -#■•-#■•#• 

4—    -I—    4- \ +-    +_  4- 


# — » — F — F-  -I 1 — 


H#— »—•—#- 


hr^h 


Owned  and  controned  by  Jas.  D.  Vanghan, 


-y-r-r~^^^ 


:t: 


18 


J.  L.  Harding. 


Forward  Marching. 
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R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  I    am   on  a  journey  t'ward  a  promised  land,  Dangers  roundabout  me, 

2.  I  will  tell  the  sto  -  ry    of  that  love  so  true,  How  He  sought  and  found  me, 

3.  Jesus  calls  for  soldiers,  in  the  war  with  wrong,  And  tho'  we  be  van-quished, 


Snares  on  ev'ry  band,  But  there's  one  goes  with  me.  Watches  me   I  know. 
How  He  seeks  for  you,  How  He'll  bear  our  burdens,  How  He'll  lighten  woe, 
He  is  true  and  strong,    He    is     ev  -  er  with  us.  When  we  meet  the  foe. 
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Keeps  me  near  His  side,    as      I     on-ward  go. 

How  He'll  walk  with  us,      as     we  on-ward  go.     Then  forward,  forward, 

So      with  courage  strong,  let    us    on-ward  go. 
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Hand  in  hand  we'll  go.  My    Sav-ior  walks  be  -  side  me,  this  I  know, 

I  know, 
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So  forward,  forward,  On  to  vic-to-ry,  Conquer  ev    -    -     'ry    foe. 

conquer  ev'ry  foe,  ev'ry  foe. 
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W.  T.  GiFFE. 
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Let  Me  Go  to  Jesus. 

--A-A—N— \ 


W.  T.  G. 


1.  I  would  bathe  in  the  fountain  of    tlie  love  of    Je-sus,      I  would 

2.  I  would   lay     all  uiy  cares  up  -on  this  loving  Sav-ior,  From  the 

3.  Oh,  this  love  far  sui-pass-eth    all  njy  un  -  der-staud-ing,  I     am 
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wash  and  be  clean  from  my  sin,  There's  no  oth-er  re-demp-tion  from  the 
bond-age   of   sin  I'd    be    free,      By  the  cool  flowiug  streams  of  E- den 
lost    in  the  depths  of  its  grace,    My  poor  tho't  cannot  measure  all   its 
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bonds  that  bind  me,  There  is  no  oth-er  Sav-ior  like  Him.  Like 
I  would  wan-der.  While  the  Shepherd  keeps  watch  over  me.  Oh, 
height  nor  wideness.  All     I  seek  is      a   look  from  His  face.     Oh, 
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mount-ains    high    my  sins     rise      up      be  -  fore     me,    And  T 

love      and    mer  -  cy  He     hath  shown  to      sin  -  ners.  Paid  the 

look        on       me,      a  sin  -  ner,   from     my     Je  -  sus,    This  one 
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faint  be-neath  my  load;  Let  me  go  un  -  to  Je  -  siis,  let  me 
ran  -  som  fur  us  all;  Nev-er  love  so  triumphant,  nev-er 
boon,   oh.  Lord,   I    crave:  'Tis    enough ! 'tis   e-nough!  1   will  not 
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touch  His  garments.  Let  me  walk  in  the  heav-en-  ly  road, 
deed  so  glo-rions,  As  when  Christ  rescued  me  from  the  fall, 
tar   -     ry      long  -  er.     Let  me     go.      He    is  will  -  ing    to    save. 
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E.  R.  Latta. 


A  Little  Child. 

May  be  sung  as  a  .solo  or  duet. 


W.  G.  Thomas. 
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lit  -  tie  child,  And  young  in  years,  am     f , 
lit  -  tie  child,   I'm     not  too  young  to     pray 
lit  -  tie  child,     I      can  His  will    o  -    bey. 


<5>- 


.(ZL. 


m 


i 


i 


I'm    not  too  young  to  serve  the  Lord,  And   not  too  young  to    die. 
That    I    may    be     a    child    of  (lod,    And  nev-er    go      a  -  stray. 
I'm    not  too  young  to    live  for  Him,   And   I'll    be -gin    to  -  day. 
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He  Is  So  Precious  To  Me. 


C.  H.  G. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  I'm  hap-py    in  Jesus,  my  Savior,  my  King,  And  all  the  daylong  of  His 

2.  He  stood  at  the  door  amid  sunshine  and  rain,  So  pa-tient-ly  waiting  an 

3.  I  stand  on  the  mountain  of  sunshine  at  last.   No  cloud  in  the  heavens  a 

4.  I  praise  Him,  because  He  appointed  a  place  "Where,  some  day,  thro'  faith  in  His 
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goodness    T     sing;  To  Him  in    my  weakness  I      lov-ing-ly    cling, 

en-trance  to    gain;  What  shame  that  so  long  He  en-treat-ed    in    vain, 

shad-ow    to    cast;  His  smile  is    up-  on    me,  the   val-ley    is     past, 

mar-vel-ous  grace.  My  eyes  shall  be-hold  Him,  shall  look  on  His  face, 
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For  He    is    so  precious   to    me. 
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For  He    is      so  precious  to 
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precious  to  me,                                          so  precious  to   me, 
me, For  He  is   so  precious  to    me, 'Tis  heaven  be- 
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low     My  Re-deem-er  to  know  For  He    is      so  precious  to      me. 
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Tell  the  Glad  Story. 


R.  Hayes  Willis. 
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1.  Tell  the  glad  sto  -  ry  forth   to    all    peo  -  pie,  How  Je  -  sus  came  from 

2.  Go     in    the    by-ways,    out    in  -  to  liedg  -  es,     Go  where  the  poor  and 

3.  O    what    a  bless -ing  you'll  be    re-ceiv-ing,     If  this  sweet  sto  -  ry 
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mansions  a  -  hove,  Tell  how  He'll  save  and  keep  them  for  -  ev  -  er, 
sor  -  row-ing  dwell,  Go  where  the  lame  and  halt  are  in  bond-age, 
to  them  you  bring,    Then  on  this  earth  with  you  they'll  be  sing  -  ing, 
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Go  tell  the  sto  -  ry    of  Christ  and  His  love. 
Go    to    all  peo -pie  and  save  them  from  hell. 
Singing  of    Je  -  sus,  their  Sav-ior  and  King. 


Tell  the  glad  sto  -  ry, 
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0-verand  o-  ver,  Tell  how  His  arms  the  lost  will  en-twine,  Tell  of  His 


love, yes,  Shout  forth  His  praises,    Glo-ry  to  God,  this  Savior    is     mine. 
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There  Is  Joy  in  the  Lord. 


B.  E.  Warren. 
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1.  I       will    sing    hal  -   le  -    lu  -  jah, 

2.  I       will    live    for      the    Sav  -  ior, 

3.  When  I  reach  heav-en's  por  -  tals 
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for  there's  joy 
I       am    His 
in     that  land 

in     the    Lord, 
ev  -   er  -  more, 
of     the   blest, 
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And  He  fills    my  heart  with  rap-ture  as  I      rest  on    His  word; 

I        am   rest-ing     in     His    fa-  vor,  I  am    safe  and      se  -  cure; 

I     shall  sing  with   ho  -  ly     an  -  gels  of  this   rest,  hap  •  py    rest; 
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I  will  trust  in  His  prom-ise,  I  will  shout  I 
For  the  light  shin  -  ing  bright-er  on  my  path  ev 
I     shall  dwell  there  for  -  ev  -    er     with    my    Lord  and 


am  free, 
'ry  day, 
my  King, 
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In       my    bless -ed    lov  -  ing   Sav-iour     I    have  sweet  vie  ■ 
Cheers  my  hap  -  py  soul  with  rap-ture    as      I     walk     in 
And  with    ev  -  er  -  last-  ing  prais-  es  make  those  high  arch 
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There  is  joy    in  the  Lord,  there  is  joy  in  the  Lord,  Hal-le  -  lu-jah,  glo  -ry 
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There  Is  Joy  in  the  Lord.     Concluded.         lOB 
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glo-ry!  there  is    joy     in  the  Lord;  There  is  joy     in  the  Lord,  there  is 


'^         1  >         ^       I  >         > 


I 


joy  in  the  Lord,  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah,  glo-ry,  glo-ry !  there  is  joy     in  the  Lord. 
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1.  Come,  thou  Fount  of  ev  -  'ry  bless-ing,  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace;  \ 
Streams  of  mer-cy,  nev-er   ceas-ing.  Call  for  songs  of  loutl-est  praise.  J 
D.C.  Praise  the  mount — I'm  fixed  upon  it — Mount  of  Thy  re-deem-ing  love! 


Teach  me  some  me  -  lo-dious  son -net,  Sung  by  flam-ing  tongues  a-bove; 


2  Here  I'll  raise  mine  Ebenezer, 

Hither,  by  Thy  help,  I'm  come ; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  stranger, 

Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God  ; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood! 


3  0!  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  Thee! 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it. 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  lovp  ; 
Here's  my  heart,  O  take  and  seal  itl 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 
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J.  D.  V. 


Tenderly. 


Will  You  Meet  Mother? 

In  memory  of  our  sainted  Mother. — J.  D.  V. 

James  D.  Vaughan. 
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1.  As     the    twilight  shades  were  falling,  slow-ly    dy  -  ing  moth-er  lay, 

2.  They  all  proin-ised  that  they'd  meet  her  in  the  cit  -  y  bright  and  fair, 

3.  Some  are  wand'ring  on      in  darkness,    in   the  broad  and  beaten  way, 

4.  O    dear  children,  time     is     fleeting,  soon  this  short  life  will  be  o'er, 


And    the    chil-dren  gath-ered  round  her  form     so    fair, 
Then  she  sang  that  good    old    song   she  loved    so    well. 
Lead -ing  downward  tow'rd  the    re  -  gions    of      de-spair; 
Will    you  seek    the  bless-  ed     Sav-ior's    pard'ning  love? 

J^    m     r     ^    ""  ' 


-g=f^: 


Then  she 
"In  that 
But  the 
We    are 

— • 1*— 


k     k 
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whispered,  "I      am    dy-ing,     but    in  heav'n  I'll  live  for    aye,     O     my 
morn-ing,     in    that  morning,  we'll  all  shout  to-geth  -  er  there,"  And  with 
oth  -   ers    are    en-deav'ring    by    the  grace  of    God    to    say,  "I'll  meet 
wait -ing,  pray -ing  for  you,  mother's  watching  on  that  shore,  Come,  go 


^=(^ 
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^^ 
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chil-dren,  will  you  meet  me    o  -  ver  there  ?"  Meet  me  there 
Je  -   sus  and   the    an-gels  went  to  dwell, 
moth  -  er    in  that  sweet  home,  o-ver  there." 
with   us     to   that  shin-ing  home  a-bove. 
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•-^- 
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Will  you  meet  me  over  there? 

h     h     h     h     h     h     I 
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Meet  me  there,  ]Meet  me  there,  Meet  me 

Will  you  meet  me  o-ver  there?  And  e  -    ter-nal  gloriesshare.  And  e- 
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nil                                                                       -             V     . 
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there;                                 In  the 
ter  -  nal  glories  share, 
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Dliss-ful  land  of    E  -  den  where  the 

^_..^i2^   ?   ^      ^      '^      U      U         '^         V- 

V     /?     ■^-    ;/     U     ^     ^     F     "■ 

^    \f 

l^ 

e — • — • — m — ^ — 0 — j|_L«_^_^_« y — ^ — ^_L^     jj 


flow'rs  are  blooming  fair, Will  you  meet  your  sainted  mother  o-ver  there? 
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We  All  Can  Meet  In  Heaven. 
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J.  D.  V. 


To  Mr.  aud  Mrs.  S.  W.  Chapman. 

A  rr.  by  James  D.  Vaughan. 
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1.  Here  we  must  part  from  those  we  love,  Earth's  dearest  ties  be     riv'n, 

2.  Our  pre-cious  lit -tie  ones  have  gone  And  left  us    sad    and    lone, 

3.  Who  has  not  lost    a    lov-ing  friend,    A     fa  -  ther,  moth-er    true  ? 
4."Comeun-to  me  and  be  ye  saved,"  O    sin-ner,  now     o-  bey; 
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^- 


v^^^r- 


t: 


Ref. — Yes,we  can  meet  in  that  bright  home.  Where  sweetest  joys  are   giv'n, 
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But  when  our  pil-grim-age  is    o'er      We    all  can  meet    in     heav'n. 
Butwhile  we  mourn,  they're  praising  there,     Around  the  S'av-ior's   throne. 
But  'tis    so  sweet  to  know  we'll  meet, When  life's  sad  journey's  thro'. 
Pre-pare  to  meet  thy  God  in  peace,   With  dear  ones  live  for    aye. 
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And  no  good-byes  are  ev  -  er  said, —  We  all  can  meet    in    heav'n. 
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Scattering  Sunshine. 


'Be  kindly  aflfectioned,  one  to  another  with  brotherly  love,  in  honor  preferring  one  another."" 

—Rom.  12:  10. 


C.  E.  N. 


Chas.  E.  Neal. 


1.  We're  scat- ter-mg  sunshine,  wner-ev  -  er  we    go,     'Tis     Je  -  sus  who 

2.  We're  scat-ter-ing  smiles  all     a-  long    on  our  way,    To    light- en  some 

3.  We're  scat- ter-ing  kind  words  of  cheer  as   we    go,      To    com-fort  the 


-:i-ft-^— ]-^  F— ^—  ^     g     ^ 
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gives  us  the  sunshine,  we  know,  He  bids  us  while  trav -'ling  this 
bur -den  we  scat-ter  each  ray.  To  bright-en  some  lives  that  are 
wea  -  ry,  who}our-ney    be  -  low,     And  Je  -  sus    has   prom-ised    to 
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dark  world  be-low;  Scat-ter  the  sunshine  of  Love. 

cheer-less  to-day,  Scat-ter  the  sunshine  of  Love.       Scat-ter-ing  sunshine 

help    us,  we  know,  Scat-ter  tlie  sunshine  of  Love. 


sent  from  a  -  hove.  Scattering  sunshine,  sunshine  of  Love,  We're  scattering 
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sun-shine,  wher-ev  -  er    we      go,       Scat-ter-ing  sun  -  shine    of    Love 
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From  "Suuuy  Sougs  for  Sweetest  Singers,"  Neal  Bros,,  Marion,  Ind.     By  per. 
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When  the  Saints  Are  Marching  In. 
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Kathakine  E.  Purvis. 
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J.  M.  Black. 
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1.  Thro'  the  shining  gate,Where  the  angels  wait, When  the  saints are 

2.  Parted  friends  shall  meet  On  thegolden  street, 

3.  Ev-'ry  tongue  and  race  Shall  extol  God's  grace, 

4.  "To  the  Lamb  once  slain,  But  who  lives  a-gain," 


When  the  saints  are 

^  ^  ^ 


E^-^ 


marching  m,  The  redeemed  shall  come.  And  be  crowned  at  home, 

Spotless  robes  shall  wear,Victor's  palms  shall  bear, 
And  the  blood-washed  throng  Shall  repeat  the  song, 
are  marching  in.  We  shall  of-f er  praise  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal  days, 
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When  the  saints are  marching  in.  When  the  saints are  marching 

When  the  saints  When  the  saints 


in,  When  the  Sflintp are  marching  in.  Joyful 

are  marching  in.         When  the  saints  are  marching  in, 
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songs  of  salvation  thro'  the  sky  shall  ring,When  the  saints . . .  are  marching  in. 

When  thesaints  marching  in. 
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Think  Of  What  Mother  Has  Said. 


LUELLA   D.  StILLMAN 


--A N 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 
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1.  You  are  go-ing    to  leave  the  old  home,  my  boy,  You  are  wait-ing    to 

2.  You  are  standing  just  now  where  the  roads  branch  out,  And  o'er  which  one,  my 

3.  You  are  go-ing    to  leave  the  old  home,  my  boy,  You  are  wait-ing    to 


m '- « — m ■ m — i^**— « — m  — ■ — m— 
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kiss  us  good-bye; 
boy,  will  you  go? 
kiss  us  good-bye ; 


But  remember  there's  no  one  in  all  this  great  world,Who  will 
There  is  one  leads  above  to  the  blessed  beyond,  But  the 
Who  will  read  for  us  now  the  old  chapters  so  sweet,When  the 
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love  you  like  father  and  I;. . . .  Two  paths  are  now  o-pen  be-fore  you,  my 
oth  -  er  to  regions  of  woe ....  The  one  at  the  right  hand  looks  rugged  and 
still  hour  of  evening  draws  nigh?  But  I'll  be  content  if  you'll  shun  the  broad 
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boy,     'Tis  for  yon  to  choose  which  one  you'll  ti-ead,    But  if    ev  -  er  you're 

steep,  And  the  one    at  the  left,  broad  and  fair, Tho*  with  pleasures  and 

road.  And  in  years  to  come  when  I  am    dead, You  can  look  back  o'er 
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tempted  to  take  the  wrong  road,  Just  think  of  what  mother  has  said, 
blossoms 'tis  strewn  all  a-long,  Its  per-fume  is  deadly — be -ware! 
life  with   no  cause  for  re-gret,     If  you  heed  what  your  mother  has    said. 
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Just  think  of  what  mother  has  said,  my  boy,  Just  think  of  what  mother  has  said; 
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When  out  on  the  sea  you  are  drifting  from  me,  O  think  of  what  mother  has  said. 
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0  Gentle  Savior. 


T.  R.  BiRKS. 


Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  O  gen  -    tie 

2.  Go      where     we 

3.  O  lead       us 
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ior,  from  Thj"^  throne  on  high 
a  -  bide  where  we  a  -  bide, 
ly         with    Thine    eye        of       love, 
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Look    down      in        love,     and      hear     our      lium    -    ble  cry. 

In            life,       in       death,    our      com  -  fort,  strength   and  guide. 

And      bring      us        safe    -    ly         to        our      liome        a     -  hove. 
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Arise,  Away ! 


Lauka  E.  Newsll. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  A.     -    rise,   away, 'tis  the  Mas-ter's  call,  Lo,  tlie  fields  are  white  and  the 

2.  'Rise  away,  away  to  the  work  with  joy.  For  but  willing  hands  will  our 

3.  A     -    rise,  away,   in   the  west-ern  sky.  Omens  now  pro-claim  that  the 
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shad  -  ows  fall   And  the  night  approaches,  a  -  rise,   a-  way  !  Bind  the 
Lord   em-ploy  And   no    id  -  ling  laggard  His  face  shall  see,  But    a 
night   is  nigh,  Then  a  -  rise!   a- wake  !  soul  be  on  thy  guard  And  with 
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gold  -  en  sheaves  in  the  wan-ing  day. 
la  -  b'rer  cheerful  holds  ten-der-  ly. 
gold  -  en  sheaves  go  to  your    re-ward. 
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A  -  rise !    to  work !  lo,  the 


fields  are  white,  And  the  sun  sinks  low,  as  the  shades  of  night  Creep  a- 
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Arise,  Away !    Concluded. 
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long  apace,  soon  the  day  will  flee,  And  the  reaper  death  summon  me  and  thee. 
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Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 

Lowell  Mason.     1859. 
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1.  Near  -  er,      my     God,     to    Thee,      Near  -  er        to        Thee ; 

2.  Tho'     like    the      wan  -  dev  -    er,         The      sun    gone     down, 

3.  There  let     the     way      ap  -  pear.      Steps     un    -   to       heav'n: 
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E'en  tho'  it  be  a  cross 
Dark-ness  be  o  -  ver  me, 
All      that  Thou  send  -  est      me, 
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me, 
stoue ; 
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D.  S,  Near  -  er,      my     God,     to     Thee, 


Near 
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Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
An  -   gels      to      beck  -  on    me 
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Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Near  -  er,    my     God,     to  Thee, 
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I  Love  to  Scatter  Sunshine. 


James  Rowe 

4 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  I    love    to  share  a    sor  -  row,      I    love   to    dry     a      tear,        1 

2.  I     love    to    lift    the  fall  -  en,      And  comfort  those  dis-tressed,    I 

3.  I    love    to  bear  His  ban  -  ner      A  -  mid  the  world-ly    throng ;    I 


^      ^        ^     ^     -m-  -^        -m-  -m-  -m- 

love    to  aid    the  wea-ry.   And  give  the  sad  heart  cheer,      I    love  to 

love    to  cheer  and  gladden    Tlie  lone  -  ly  and    oppressed,      I     love  to 

love    to  spread  His  gos-pel,    By  sto  -  ry  and    by    song,       I    love  to 
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scat  -  ter  sunshine,    As    on    my  way    I     go ;  For  this  is  work  for 

brighten  patliways  And  share  an-oth-er's  woe;  For  this  is  work  for 

plead  with  sinners,    Un-til     to  Him  they  go;  For  this  is  work  for 


Je-sus,  and    0     I  love  Him  so. .. .         I  love  to  scat-ter  sunshine,  As 
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on  my  way  I    go, ....    'For  this  is  work  for  Je-sus,  and    Oh,  I  love  Him 
on        my        way  I  go ;  Oh,         I 
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I   love    to  pcat-ter  snn-shine,     As    on  my  way    I 

on  my 
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go, For  this  is  work  for  Je-  sus,  And  Oh,  T  love  Him  so. 

way    I  go. 


h— ^-1 \>>- 


^— ^  # 


tt=! 


?=P 


-5^- 


L^i^f'^^ 


#-^#-1 


Happy  Thoughts. 


Selected  by  Laura  Richards. 

Slow.  .  . 


C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  How  sweet  and  soothing  is  the  tho't.  As  here  on  earth  we      roam, 

2.  That  we  can  look  beyond  and  feel,   Tho' earth-ly  ties    do      sev-er; 

3.  Our  parents  watch  with  loving  eyes,    To    see  their  chil-dren  come, 
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So    wea  -  ry,  faint  and  suf-fer-ing,  "This  world  is  not        our      homR.' 
That  we  shall  meet  our  loved  and  gone,  Beyond  the  mys    -    tic     riv-er. 
As  one  by  one  they  cross  the  flood.  And  reach  their  heav'nly      home. 
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Golden  Lights  of  Love  and  Gladness. 


W.  T.  G. 


^V.  T.  GiFFE. 


1.  Are  your  lamps  all  brightly  burning;  do    they  cast     a     lev  -  ing  light? 

2.  Cast     a-broad  tlie  gold  -  en  light    of  Christian  love  and -'^ymp-a  -  thy ; 

3.  O    the  world  would  be  more  bright  if  all  our  hearts  were  filled  with  love: 


Do  you   use  the  oil    of  gladness  ev-'ry  day?    Are  they  trimmed  with  human 
Christian  love  can  nev-er  fail     of  rich   re-ward.     O  the  love  of  Christ  can 
"Love  ye  one  an-oth-er,"  was  our  Lord's  command,  And  it  holds  the  sau:ie  to- 


sym  -  pa  -  thy  each  morning,  noon  and  night  ?  Are  they  light-ing  wea  -  ry 
fill    the  soul  wath  more  than  ec  -  sta  -  cy,      For  "It    pass-eth   un-der- 
day    as     in     the      a  -  ges   long  gone  by :     Joy  and  glad-ness    it    can 
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pil  -  grims  by    the    way?      Gold -en      lights...'.. 

standing,"  saith  the  Word. 

bring   to     ev  -  'ry    land.  Gold-en  lights 
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shin  -  ing, Shin-ing  brighter  ev    -    'ry         day. 

brightly  shin-ing,  Shining  brighter  ev'ry  day. 


R.  Wesley. 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  SouL 


S.  B.  Marsh. 
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1.  Je  -    sus, 
While  the 
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my      soul, 
lows     roll, 
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Let      me       to       Thy 
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bo  -  soni     fly,     \  /  Hide    me,     O        my    Sav  -  ior      hide  \ 

still     is      high ;  J  \  Till     the   storm    of      life      is        past ;  j 
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soul    at       last! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,  O  leave  me  not  alone! 

Still  support  and  comfort  me; 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  my  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want. 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
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Heaven  Enough  for  Me. 

M.  M.  LUZADER. 


Arr.  by  W.  T.  G. 


t^T^--^ — ^-F-\ — \ — \ — s: — \ — ^ — f 

^-^■i^-0—% « « 0 — m—m — % — # 

=* • — L^ — « — # — J — 0 — • 


:::V 

~0— 


^-x 


1.  When    I     reach  the  gold-en  shore  beyond  the    sea,     (o  -  ver  there), 

2.  I'll    go  marching  down  the  streets  all  paved  with  gold,  (o  -  ver  there), 

3.  There  I'll    sing    redeeming  love  that  saved  my  soul,    (o  -  ver  there), 
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When  the  beau-ti-ful  gates  shall  swing  a-jar  for  me  (o  -  ver  there); 
With  the  glit-ter-ing,  hap-py  throng  I  soon  shall  be  (o  -  ver  there); 
What  a     glo  -  ri-ous  song  of  triumph  that  will     be       (o  -  ver  there); 


9^s^ 


■I \— 

:p=p: 


izit^zist 


-•—»—• — w^-m — I — I — • — I — p* 

:l,z=^-^=:^=:/=»=:pi=^=t==  -t 

-3 y y  — y ia- 9 


v—^—^—^- 


-0 0 — • 0 1 


^         ■/ 


A — ^ — \- 


A— A 


^m 


As        I     pass  the  por-tals  bright  and  fair,  my  song  then  shall  be, 
All    my  loved  ones  gone  be  -  fore      I     soon  shall  find      o  -  ver  there. 
From  His  place  up  -  on   the  throne  He'll  cast  a  smile  down  on   me. 
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I'm  re-deemed!  Oh,  that  will  be  heav'n  e  -  nough  for  me. 
Praise  the  Lord!  Oh,  that  will  be  heav'n  e  -  nough  for  me. 
Praise  the  Lord!  Oh,  that    will      be  heav'n    e  -  nough  for      me. 
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CHORUS. 


That  will  be     heav'n enough  for      me, 

That  will  be  heav'n  enough,  yes,  heav'n  enough  for  nie, 
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That  will  be  heav'n  enough,  yes,  heav'n  enough  for  me, 
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That  will  be    heav'n enough  for      me; 

That  will  be  heav'n  enough,  yes,  heav'n  enough  for  me; 
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Praise  the  Lord!  for    that    will     be   heav'n  e  -  nough  for      roe. 
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118  Won't  You  Go  With  Me  ? 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr.  Wm.  J.  Kiekpatrick. 
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1.  There    is       a  place  where  you  may  rest,  'Tis  found  in  the  arms  of 

2.  There's  rest  from  all  your  guilt  -  y     fears,  'Tis  found  in  the  arms  of 

3.  There     is       a     rest  from    ev  -  'ry     care,  'Tis  found  in  the  arms  of 

4.  There    is       a  place  where  you  may  hide,  'Tis  found  in  the  arms  of 
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Je  -  BUS ;  Where  you  may    be    for  -  ev  -  er  blest,  'Tis  found  in  the 

Je  -  bus;  There's  rest  from  all  your  toil  and  tears,  'Tis  found  in  the 

Je  -  BUS ;    The  con  -  trite  find  sweet  par-don  there,  'Tis  found  in  the 

Je  -  sus ;   And  rest  with    all    the  sane  -  ti  -  fied,    'Tis  found  in  the 
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arms    of      Je   -    sua.     Come,  poor  sin  -  ner, 
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won't  you  go    with  me  ? 
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Won't  you  go  with  me,  won't  you  go  with  me?  Come,  poor  sin-ner, 

O  won't 
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won't  you  go  with  me?  There's  rest     in    the  arms    of        Je   -  sus, 
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Hear  the  Call. 
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Rev.  Thomas  Addington. 


J.  A.  Smith. 


1.  Bur-dened  sin-ner,  hear  the  call, 

2.  Light  for  darkness    He  will  give, 

3.  Sin  -  ner,  hear  Him  call-ing  thee, 

4.  Joy  and  gladness  now  ap-pear, 


Je-sus  now  is     seek-ing  thee, 

Joy  for  sor-row  shall  ap-pear, 

From  the  paths  of    sin  and  shame, 

Light  and  love  and  per-fect  peace, 
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Bring  thy  sorrows,  bring  them  all. 
All    the  dead  in    Him  n:ay  live, 
'All      ye    wea  -  ry     rest 
Hope  comes  in  the  soul 
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To    the    arms  of    mer  -  cy  flee. 
All   the    deaf  His  voice  may  hear 

ui    Me,"  Trust  a  -  lone  in       Je-sus' name. 

to  cheer,    Sin  and  shame  and  sor-row  cease. 
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He's  thy  Shepherd,  He's  thy  King,    He   has  died  thy    soul    to  save, 
Crim-son  stains  He'll  wash  a-way.    Scar  -  let  dyes  shall  change  to  white. 
None  can  save  but  Christ  a  -  lone,      He  can  cleanse  thy  soul  from  sin, 
Walk-ing   ev  -  er       in     the  light,     Je  -  sus  lead-ing    all    the  way, 
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All  thy  stains  of  conscience  bring,  Wash  thee  in    the  cleansing  wave. 
On  -  ly  seek  Him  while  you  may.   On  -  ly     trust  His   love    a  -  right. 
Let  His  blood  for  thee  a  -  tone.     By  His    par-don      en-ter    in. 
He  will  guide  thy  steps  a-  right.  Guide  thee  to  the    per  -  feet  day. 
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"  Only  Sixteen ! 


Words  and  Music  bv  W.  E.  'M.  IIackleman. 
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I. "On  -  ly  sixteen!"  so  the  pa-pers  all  say,  Yet  there  on  the  cold  ston-y 

2.  Sor-row  -  ful  fate,  to  have  died  all    a-lone,  Oh,wherewH're  his  friends  that  not 

3.  Rum-seller  come,  view  the  work  you  have  wrought,  Come  witness  the  sor-row  and 

4.  Oh,  ye  who  vote,  so  they  whiskey  may  sell.  Thus  sending  men's  souls  into 

5.  Christians,  arouse  ye!  and  stand  for  the  right!  For  du  -  ty  and  ac-tion  come 


ground  he  lay,       It     is      the  same   sto  -  ry      we  hear  ev  -  'ry  day,    He 
ev    -    ven  one    Was  near  him    to      list    to      his   last  dy  -  ing moan,  Or 
pain  you've  brought    To  his  dearest  friends,  who  have  loved  him  so  well,  And 
dark  -est  hell.  When  vour  name  is  called  in  the  great  judgment  day.  Then, 
with  your  might!  Oh,  come,  with  your  banners,  inscribed  "Death  to  Rum!"  Let 
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came  to   his   death  on   the  pub-lie  high-way,  Full    of  rich  prom-ise   of 
point  the  poor  suf  -  fer- ing  soul,  to  the  throne!  Not  one   to  telt  him  that 
yet  you  dared  sell' him  this  bev'rage  of  hell,    That  fires  the  brain  and  will 
what  will  vour  rec  -  ord  bo.  Oh,  can  you  say?    Be-fore  the  throne.  Oh,  how 
your  conscience  speak  to  you,  listen,  then  come!  Strike  killing  blows,  and  hew 
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tal-ents  and  joy,  And  yet  the  rum -fiend  has  conquered  this  boy;    Oh,  sure-ly  the 
God's  on-ly  iSon,  IIadsaid,"Whosoever  will,  let  him  come,"  We  hasten  to 
reason  dethrone,  Then  left  him  to  die,  out  there  all  a-lone,  Oh,  how  would  it 
can  you  dare  stand !  With  great  blood-stains  on  your  uplifted  hand!  That  hand  with  its 
close  to  the  line,     A    fel-on-y,make   it,    e-ven  to  sign,     Pe  -  ti-tion,  or 
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angels  wept  o'er  such  a  scene,  For  he  died  a  drunkard,  and  "On-ly  Sixteen !" 
draw  a  veil  o'er  the  sad  scene,  With  hisGod  we  leave  him,  and  "On-ly  Sixteen!" 
be,  if  such  death  camebetween,Yourdear  boy  and  you,  and  he  "On-ly  Sixteen!" 
bal-lot,  that  will  come  be  tween,Your  soul,  and  this  boy  dead,  and  "On-ly  Sixteen!" 
license,  you'd  do  it  I   ween,  If  he  were  your  boy,  and  he  "On-ly  Sixteen !" 
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"On-ly  Sixteen  I"  "Only  Sixteen!"  Yes,  he  died  a  drunkard  and  "Only  Sixteen !" 
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Sweeter  as  the  Days  Go  By. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Jno.  R.  Rweney. 

V 


1.  The    dear   old    sto  -  ry     of      a     Sav  -  ior's  love     Is    sweet-er  as    the 

2.  The  sunbeams  shining  from  the  liv  -  ing  Light  Are  bright-er  as     the 

3.  Hope's  anchor,  hold-ing    in    the  storm -y  strife,     Is    strong-er  as    the 

4.  The  peace  that  Je  -  sus  gives  to     us      a  -  new      Is    deep  -  er  as    the 
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days  go  by ;  The  glad    as  -  sur-ance    of       a  home    a  -  bove     Is 

days  go  by;  The  stars    of    prom-ise  cheer-ing  sor-row's  night  Are 

days  go  by ;  We    feel    the  throbbings  of     im  -  mor  -  tal    life     Grow 

days  go  by;  The  prospects  o-p'ning    to    the  Christian's  view  Are 
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sweet-er     as    the  days  go      by. 
bright-er    as     the  days   go      by. 
strong-er    as     the  days  go      by. 
grand-er     as    the   days  go      by. 
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We'll  fill                    the  days  with 
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joy        -       ful  praise,  We'll  sing  as  the  happy  moments  fly ; 

joy-ful,  joy-ful  praise,  momenta  fly  ; 
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The  song    of  love  to  Him    a-bove  Grows  sweeter  as  the  days  go    by 
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Jesus,  Plead  for  Me. 

Words  arr.  by  Mary  A.  Stkickland. 
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C.  V.  Strickland. 
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1.  When  by  sin  and  guilt  o'er-tak-en, 

2.  When  no  lip  my  cause  is  pleading, 

3.  When  the  way  is  rough  and  dreary, 

4.  Till    I     pass  thro'  heaven's  portal, 
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Sinks  my  heart    of  all  for-sak-en, 
And  my  soul  lies  pierced  and  bleeding, 
And  my  feet  are  worn  and  weary, 
Keach  the  joys  which  are  immortal, 
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Still  my  soul    looks  up  to  Thee,    Je  -  sus    wilt    Thou  plead  for  me. 


/  /  I  V  ^  U'  l^  ^ 

Plead  for  me,        plead  for  me,         Jesus,  Mas    -    ter,  plead  for  me. 

Plead  for  me,        plead  for  me,  Jesus,  Master,     plead  for  me. 
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lift 
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Still  my    soul    looks  up  to  Thee,  Jesus    wilt    Thou  plead  for  me  ? 

forme? 
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Jesus  the  Shepherd. 


Rev.  TrioMAS  Aduington. 


J.  A.  Smith. 


1.  O-ver  the  mountain,  down  in  the  valley,  Thro'  the  dark  woodland  'mid 

2.  On  see  Him  going,  tho' rough  the  pathway,  Fearless  of  dan-ger,  nor 

3.  Out  in  the  darkness  still  lie  is  seek-iug,  Seeking  the  sheep  that  is 


^— ^-^• 


^-p-|,4-r— ;^-^- 1 h- 
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1 ^— L^- 


ifcri? 


-A— A- 
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==]-' 


iiztzzf-izzf 


dan-gers   un-told,      Je  -  sus  the  Shepherd  is    seek-ing  the  lost  one, 
counting  the  cost,  Hands  torn  and  bleeding  and  feet  worn  and  weary, 
gone  far    a  -  stray.  Why  should  you  perish  a -way  from  the  Shepherd, 

#— "f— '^— (^ — ^-^-^—0—^—M^mm — m__m_^      — 

w— t^— I — ^if>—^-\-f — »— »— I — I — 


v^ — ^ 1- 
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CHORUS 
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Him 


I   r  I 

Seek-ing  and  call-ing  come  back  to  the  fold.     Then  hear 

Je    -    sus,    Shep-herd,  is   seek-ing  the  lost. 

Je  -  sus     is    call  -  ing    O  come  home  to-day.     Then  hear  Him  plead,  O 


\-r~\- 
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plead,  come  home,  O  wand'rer  corce,  Why  stand  on  the  mountain,  why 

wand'rer,  come, 


^^H-i — I — \ — — F— 1 — I — P-T^"-»-Fi — ^— ^— ^-^- 


Jesus  the  Shepherd.    Concluded. 
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^ 
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perish  with  cold,  Come  drink  at  the  fountain,  come  back  to  the  fold,  Come  all  ye 


:p_=b 


:dJ 


^i^ 


^iqv 


^^^^ 


:^v: 


-• — ^ — I- 


wea-ry  and  heav-y    la -den,  Je  -  sus  the  Shepherd  is  call  -  ing  to  you. 
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CODA.    Slow.    To  6e  sung  after  3d  sto7»sa. 
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:e^ 


^ 
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Then  hear  Him  plead,  Oh    wan        -  d'rer,  come. 

Then  hear  Him  plead,  Oh  wand'rer,  come,  Come  home,  Oh  wand'rer,  come. 

m)      mi      J m ^mt J ^     -g^^tfU^ «i - 
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Come  to  Jesus, 
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1.  Come  to  Je-sus,  come  to  Je-sus,  come  to  Je-sus  just  now.  Just  now  come  to 

-*-  -   ^  -(•-•^P:  -<*--•  .-*-  ^  H*-  -*-  -f=2-   -m-  -m-  -m-  -m- 
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Je  -  sus,  Come    to     Je  -  sus    just   now. 

-f^ 1 hj »^ 


^ 
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2.  He  will  save  you. 

3.  He  is  able. 

4.  Call  upon  Him. 

5.  He  will  hear  you. 

6.  He'll  forgive  you. 

7.  He  will  cleanse  you. 

8.  Jesus  loves  you. 

9.  Don't  reject  Him. 
10.  Only  trust  Him. 
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The  Good  Shepherd. 


Rev.  Thomas  Addington. 
Moderate.    , 


J.  A.  Smith. 


^i^3 


M — ^- — \-^^l — J-  - 

-0-  -#-.-#•    •       • 


1.  I   know  not  the  pastuies  green,    I  know  not  the  wa-ters  pure,      I 

2.  Thy  grace  shall  be  my  sup-ply,    My  spir-it's  con-ven-ient  food,  Nor 

3.  Death's  vale  some  day  I  may  tread,  Its  shadows  around  me    fall,    Thy 


±pzt^-^:^i-\i 


t=r.-hH 


■<5>- 


%—%±tzj^—% 


:[=1^ 


■<5>- 
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A-«- 


-#— #- 
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know  not  where  dangers  lurk  unseen,    I  know  not  the  fold  se  -  cure,     I 
ev  -    er    to  nie  wilt  Thou  de  -  ny,    The  por-tion  of  needed  good,  Then 
ban  -  ner  of  mer-cy  o'er  my    head,  Thy  staff  still  my  all  in     all,      I 


/— V- 


:t=;rfzzt 


l=f 
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:^=i: 


V*- 


-#— #- 


Ig^,: 


on   -  ly  know  Thy  hand  Shall  guide  me  on  my  way.  Thy  loving  care  in 
why  should  I    re-  pine,    If  rough  the  way  ap-pear,  Thou  leadest  me  and 
could  not  be    a  -  fraid,  For  Thou  art  with  me  there,  Up-on  Thy  word  my 


-r=t=i:= 
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|EitE3±|: 


V— ;^- 


CHORUS. 


ev  - 'ry  land  Shall  keep  me  day  by  day. 
I  am  Thine,  Tliy  gen-tle  voice  "l  hear 
hope  is  stayed,  Till    in  that  land  so  fair. 


— \' "^  N — Ni-s 1 
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O the  precious 
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O  the  precious  thought, 

^  ^  h  ^  ^ 
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The  Good  Shepherd.    Concluded. 
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thought,  Su-preine        -         -  ly  grand, 

pupremely  great,    O  the  precious  tliought,  thought  supremely  great, 
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Thy  lov-ing  care  in    ev -'ry    land,    Shall  keep  me  day  by   day. 
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Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


John  Fawcett, 


Tujie  .-—Dennis.     S.  M. 


Tp:^: 


,^igi  =i-^=i-  ==^TT  ::q=q=  iq-.-.-^-  :q=:q: 


1.  Blest  be 

2.  Be  -  fore 

3.  We    share 

4.  When  we 


the 

our 

our 

a  - 


tie  that  binds 
Fa-ther's  throne 
mu  -  tual  woes; 
sun  -    der  part, 


Our  hearts    in  Chris  -  tian  love; 

We  pour    our    ar  -  dent  pray'rs; 

Our  mu  -   tual   bur  -  dens  bear; 

It  gives     us     in  -  ward  pain; 


The    fel- low -ship    of     kiu-dred  minds  Is     like     to    that 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,  Ourcom-forts   and   our  cares. 
And  oft-  en     for    each  oth  -  er  flows  The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz- ing  tear. 
But     we   shall  still    be  joined  in  heart,  And  hope  to    meet     a -gain. 


2z^=izE^=^-=it=^=^—^ 
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J.  H.  B. 


Happy  In  My  Savior's  Love. 

John  H.  Benner. 


2-.__v-N.-A 


-~N^ 
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-A-A 


KIEaEiiSt^JEj 
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1.  0,  I   love   to  think  of  the  land  of  song,  I'm  happy  in  my  Savior's  love; 

2.  U,  I   love  to  think    of  those  who  sing,  I'm  happy  in  my  Savior's  love; 

3.  I  will  sing  the  song    the      an-gels  sing,  I'm  happy  in  my  Savior's  love; 


':^fet 


9-^- 
^-•-•- 
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/  /  /  ^ 
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Where  I'll  join  my  voice  with  the  ransomed  throng,  I'm  happy  in  my  Savior's  love. 
They  have  been  redeemed  from  the  land  of  sin.  And  are  happy  in  my  Savior's  love. 
With  the  praise  of  God  let  the  mu  -  sic  ring,   I'm      happy  in  my  Savior's  love. 
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Happy  in  His  love,  happy  in  His  love,  I'm  happy  in  my  Savior's  love, 
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I     soon  sliall  be  from  this  world  free,  Hap-py    in   my  Sav-ior's  love. 
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Commandments. 


Lizzie  A.  Switzer. 
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G.  W.  Fields. 

1     _ps,^_-^J , 


#ag:. 


&- 


1.  Learn  the  great  commandments,  ten,  Whicli  God  early  gave  to    men; 

2,  Keep  from  acts  and  deeds  un-clean,  Stealing  slum, 'tis  base  and  mean  : 


■■&- 
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LizibznEl 


ttzitzzt: 
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Other  gods,  thou  slialt  have  none.    I-  dol  worship  thou  shalt  shun  : 
Wil-  ful  lies,  oh,  scorn  to    tell,      Cov  -  et  -  ing  leads  down  to  hell : 
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Thou  shalt  nev-er,  nev-er   swear,     Ho-  ly  keep  the  Sab-bath  fair; 
All  commandments  in  these  two,      Do  them,  God  will  hon-or    you  ; 
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J  III 

Hon  -  or  jiarents,  kind  and  true,    And    no  mur-der  thou  shalt  do 

Whole-souled  love  give  God  above,  As  yourself  your  neighbor  love 


-|2- 
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Down  In  the  Depths  of  His  Will  I 

"Not  my  will,  but  Thine,  be  done."— Luke  22:  42. 


B.  E.  Warren. 


1.  I         hull  -  ger      to    know  more    of      Je   -    sus, 

2.  I've  choH  -  en       to    serve  Him    for  -  ev    -    er, 
o.  Each  day      1  should  know  my    con  -  di    -    tion, 

4.  What  com -fort      I      find      in      His    serv  -   ice! 

5.  The  Lord  may    be   bless  -  ing     you    dai    -    ly, 

^— Iff: 


While  life's  short 

Wiiose  love     is 

Let    God     His 

What    joy      my 

"More  grace"  He 


sta  -  tion     I      fill; 
o  -    ver   me    still; 
pur-pose  ful  -  fill, 
soul        doth    thrill; 
of  -  fers    un  -  til 


^^=1 


■e=^e. 


I    want    to     be     dai  -  ly     just   like    Him, 
Shut  in   from  this  vain  world's  de-lu  -   sion, 
A  -  part  from   all     hu  -  man  am  -  bi  -  tion, 
And   all       I     shall  need  is     yet  wait-  ing, 
Each  ves-tige    of     self    is      ex -dud  -  ed, 

-m — m — pL_^^_^  - 
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CHORIKS. 
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Dowu  in  the  depths  of  His 

r—f—r- 


Low  down  in  the  depths  of  His  will 


will,. . .        Down  in  the  depths  of  His     will ;      Down,  down,  down,  down, 


Down  in  the  depths  of  His     will, . . .       Down  in  the  deptlis  of  His  will. 
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Lizzie  A.  Switzer. 


Preparing  for  Heaven. 
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G.  W.  P'lELDS. 


1.  Each  day    I    now  am  liv  -  ing, 

2.  A  sweet,  sweet  song  is  ring-ing, 

3.  That  all  may  know  this  sto  -  ry, 

:t=t 


With  a  purpose  grand  and  true; 
All  the  day  with-in  my  heart; 
Of   the  Savior's  wondrous  love; 


My  heart's  best  love  I'm    giv-ing,       Do  -  ing  all  that    I     can    do: 
I        can  -  not  keep  from    sing-ing,      The   un- bid-den  tears  will  start; 
And  feel    on  earth  the      glo  -  ry,      Lighting  all  the  world  a  -  bove: 


%=^-%-% 


My    Sav  -  ior    in  -  ter  -  ceed-ing,      Now  be-fore  the  great  white  throne ; 
For    Je  -  sus  bought  sal-va  -  tion,     With  Hisown  dear  precious  blood ; 
But    oh!  increased  in    splen-dor,  While  the  a  -  ges   on-ward    roll; 
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The  Fa-ther  heeds  His  pleading.  For  the  Sav-ior's  blood  a -tones. 
May  news  of  this  sal  -  va  -  tion,  Gov  -  er  earth  as  with  a  flood. 
For      Je  -  sus'  love  so      ten  -  der,     Ful  -  ly   sat  -  is  -  fies  each  soul. 
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Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 

Duet,  Soprano  or  Teuor  and  Alto,  with  Cborus. 

F.  Stiles  O'Flyng,  M.  D. 
With  expression.    Moderately  slow. 

^" I ■ . I  fT^. 1 


:q:: 


■#■  ■#■  -0-0-^^-0- 


•-•-j|-[-ig-i- 


1.  Je  -  sus,  lover    of  my  soul, 
Hide  me,  O  my  Savior,  hide, 

2.  0th  -  er  ref-uge  have  I  none, 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 


-f^-* 


Let  me   to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past. 
Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee  ; 


All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
N     N     N        ^  -^A 


^- 


«^     I — I « — I  — '.^ 


While  the  nearer' waters    roll, 
Safe    in  -  to  the  haven      guide 
Leave,  O  leave  me  not  a  -  lone, 
Gov  -  er  mj'  defenseless  head, 

^   ,N   N 


While  the  tempest  still  is  high.) 
Oh,  re-ceive  my  soul  at  last.  J 
Still  sup-port  and  com-fort  me.  \ 
With  the  shad-ow  of  Tliy   wing.  J 
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CHORUS.    Faster. 
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Hide  me, 
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() my  Sav-ior,  hide,  Till  the     storm....        of 

Hide  me,  0  Savior,  hide,  Till  the  storm 
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IS  past, 


Safe  in  -  to the  ha  -  ven 

Safe  in  -  to 
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guide,  Oh,  re 

the  haven  guide, 
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ceive my  soul  at 

Oh  receive 


m-ft-m 


^piNi^=fc^ 
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last, 
my  soul  at  last. 
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Blessed  Light. 


Rev.  Thomas  Addington. 

A- 


F-^ — ^— N  -^ — « ^ ^-h- 


fef 


C.  V.  Strickland 


j^ 


^z-.^^:faEj 


=^ 


1.  Bless -ed   Sav-ior,  let   me  find  Thee     In    the    si-lent  shades  of  night, 

2.  Lead  me  safe    a-mid  the  dan-ger,    And  the   la  -  bor    of    the  day; 

3.  Let     me  love  Thee,  blessed  Sav-ior,  Thou  hast  giv-en   life  for    me. 


9i^^. 


Heart  to  heart  in  love  to  bind  me,  "Lead  me  gen -tly,  blessed  Light." 
Wand'riug  here  a  pilgrim  stran-ger,     Keep  me  safe  -  ly     all   the  way. 
All      I      am      is    by  Thj'  fa  -  vor.       All     I  hope  must  come  from  Thee. 


^::rl2rt:=:pzFt=t=[:=pil 
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Lead  me  gen  -  tly,  lead  me  gen  -  tly,     Lead  me  gen-tly,  bless-ed  Light, 
Keep  me  safe-ly,  keep  me  safe-ly.     Keep  me  safe-ly    all    the  way, 
All    I    hopemust  come  from  Thee,      All    I     hope  must  come  from  Thee. 


9 — ^ • — 9- 
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Jubilee  of  the  Redeemed. 


Elisha  a.  Hoffman. 

Not  too  fast. 


W.  T.  GiFFE. 


"^^i^f^M^U^^^^fii^i^i^i 
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1.  There  s  a    ju  -  bi  ■ 

2.  There's  a    ju  -  bi- 

3.  There's  a   ju-bi- 


lee   in  heaven  where  the  saints  are  crowned,  And  the 
lee   in  heaven,   for  their  Lord  is    there.  And  the 
lee   in  heaven,  and  vi^e  soon  shall  go       To    the 
■^     ^     ^  ^ 
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hap  -  py   song    re  -  ech  -  oes  thro' the    air        a-round,  While  the 

hosts    of    shin-ing    ser-aphs    fill     the    sun-  ny      air,  And  they 

grand   e  -  ter  -  nal  mansions  from  our  home   be  -  low,  With  the 
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millions  chant  the  pleasing  sto-ry,  And  join  in  the  anthems  of  glo  -  ry. 
shout  a-loud  the  pleasing  sto-ry.  In  loud  swelling  anthems  of  glo  -  ry. 
millions  there  to  chant  the  sto-ry.    And  join  in  the  anthems  of  glo-  ry. 
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Ju   -  bi-la- te,  Hark,  the  angels  sing,  Ju-bi-la-te,  Glory  to  the  King! 
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All     the  host  of  heav'n  re-joic-es,  Ju  -    bi-la-te,  Hear  the  heav'nlysouni, 
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Ju- bi-la-te,  All  the  angels  round,  Praise  Him  with  their  harps  and  voices. 
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I  Can,  I  Will,  I  Do  Believe. 
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1.  I'm  kneeling  at   the  mer-cy  seat,    I'm  kneeling  at  the  mer-cy  seat, 

2.  Re  -  fin  -  ing  fire,  go  thro'  my  heart,  Re  -  fin-ing  fire,  go  thro'  my  heart, 

3.  O  that  it  now  from  heav'n  might  fall,  O  that  it  now  frojn  heav'n  might  fall, 

^^±Sz»r±^zzi=pzzizEpzzt^==»r_Et:zzk.-L-=rfz 
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Cho. — I    can,   I  will,   I     do    believe,     I    can,  I  will,   I     do    believe, 
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I'm  kneeling  at  the  mer-cy    seat.  Where  Je-sus  an-swers  pray'r. 
Re  -  fin-  ing  fire,  go  thro'  my  heart,     II  -  lu-min-ate  my      sonl. 
O  that  it  now  from  heav'n  might  fall,  And  all  my  sins  con-sume. 
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I    can,   I   wil 
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I    do    be-lieve.    That  Jc-sus  saves  me    now. 
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Beautiful  Japan. 


A.  B.  S. 

-^^ r 
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Rev.  a.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Off  the  coast  of   A -sia, 'mid  the  mighty  o-cean,  Lies  an   island  kingdom, 

2.  Like  a  youthful  gi  -  ant,  she  is  leaping  onward,  Gath'ring  up  the  spoils  of 

3.  Land  of  wondrous  beauty!  what  a  charm  there  lingers  O  -ver  ev'ry  landscape, 

4.  At  the  gates  of  A -sia,  foremost  of  her  nations,  God  has  set  His  people, 
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strangely  fair  and  bright;  Ere  the  ris-ing  sunbeams  touch  the  Asian  highlands, 
ev  -  'ry   age  and  clime.  She  has  caught  the  vision  of    a  grand-er    f  u  -  ture, 
ev  -  'ry  flow'r  and  tree.  But  a  brighter  glo  -  ry  waits  to  burst  up-on  thee, 
in    His  wondrous  plan.  China's  teeming  myriads  and  Co  -  re  -  a's  millions, 


'^^    ^ 


All  her  isles  are  glowing  in  the  morning  light. 
And  would  fain  outstrip  the  very  march  of  time. 
Than  thy  cloud-capped  mountains,  or  thy  inland  sea. 
Wait  for  her  to  lead  them  to  the  Son  of  man 


First  to  catch  the  radiance 
What  she  needs  is  Jesus 
Wake  to  meet  the  dawning 
Rise  to  meet  thy  mission, 

in  the  morning  light. 

very  march  of  time. 

or  thy  inland  sea. 

to  the  Son  of  man. 
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of    a    bright-er  sun-rise,    Islands  of    the  morning,  beau-ii-ful    Ja-pan. 
and  His  ho  -  ly   Spir-it,     Ou-ly  Christ  can  save  thee,beau-ti-ful    Ja-pan. 
of    a    heav'nly  sun-ribe.  Rise  to   hail  the  glo  -  ry   shining  down  on  thee, 
baste  to  claim  thy  calling,  Hail  His  coming  kingdom,  beau-ti-ful    Ja-pan. 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful    Ja  -  pan,      beau  -  ti  -  ful     Ja  -  pan, 
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inorn-ing,     beau  -  ti  -  ful      Ja  -  pan,     Beau  -  ti  -  ful       Ja 


?^^ 


i==r= 


r— P: 


55^ 


pan, 

:P^ 


:t^t: 


**« — I- 


IS 


^^^S 


aczBizt 


?•  '- 


Beau-ti  -  ful    Ja-pan,      Is-land   of  the  morning,  beau-ti  -  ful     Ja-pan. 


All  the  Way  Long  It  Is  Jesus. 


Slowly. 


■     ■  1^-.     -m 

I'm  on  my  journey  up  Zi-on's  hill.  All 
The  way  grows  brighter  and  brighter  still.  All 
And, oh,  how  happy  the  pilgrim's  lot!  All 
He  has  a  comfort  the  world  has  not,  All 
Let  storm-clouds  gather  and  troubles  rise,  All 
He  seeks  a  city  with  cloudless  skies.  All 
At  home  the  pilgrims  together  will  sing,  All 
We'll  make  the  heav'nly  mansions  ring.  All 


the  way  'long  it 
the  way  'long  it 
the  way  'long  it 
the  way  'long  it 
the  way  'long  it 
the  way  'long  it 
the  way 'long  it 
the  way  'long  it 


is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 

is  Je  -  sus 
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Looking  Out  for  Jesus. 


Abbie  M.  Gustin. 


•♦•-#■• 


C.  V.  Strickland. 

N  N      I 


1.  Keep      look-iug  out  for    Je  -  sus,     For  He  sure-ly   will  be  there, 

2.  He'll  be  faith-ful  to    His  proniise,    For  He  said  He'd  surely  come, 

3.  And    a  might-y    host  attends  Him,  All  the  courtiers  of  the  King, 

4.  So,  keep  look-ing  out  for    Je  -  sus,  With  a  pray'r  and  with  a  song, 

5.  All  the  saints  will  shout  ho-san-na.     At  the  pal -ace  of  our  King, 
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With  His  Father's  golden  chariot,     At   the    sta-tion,  waiting  there. 
And   up   the  King's  grand  highway,  He  will  take  you  safe-ly  home. 
And  there'll  be  a  great  re-joic-ing.  When  His  children  home  they  bring. 
For  He's  faithful  that  hata  promised  All  the  way  to  heav'n  a  -long. 
When  the  foll'wers  of   E  -  man-uel,  With  their  chief  go  marching  in. 
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Aye,  the  saints  shall  shout  hosanna,    At  the  high  court  of  the   King, 
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When  the  foll'wers  of    E  -  man-uel,  With  their  chief  go  marching  in. 
0-^0-r0-^0 — 1 0' 
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Gathered  Home. 
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John  II.  Benneb. 
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1.  On  -  ly      a    few  more  fleeting  years,  Then  we'll  be  gathered  home, 

2.  We  shall  join  the  heav-en-ly   choir,  When  we    are  gathered  home, 

3.  Then    we'll  join  the  ransomed  throng,  When  we   are  gathered  home, 
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On  -  ly  a  few  more  sighs  and  tears.  Then  we'll  be  gathered  home. 
We  shall  strike  the  gold-en  lyre.  When  we  are  gathered  home. 
Chant  -  ing  love's  re-deem-iug  song.  When  we    are  gathered  home. 
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Gathered  home,  gathered  home.  Then  we' 11  be  gathered  home, 

Gathered  home,  gathered  home. 
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Gathered  home,  gathered  home,  Then  we'll  be  gathered  home. 

Gathered  home,  gathered  home. 
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"SIRS,  WE  WOULD  SEE  JESUS." 

Words  suggested  by  sermou  delivered  by  Rev.  C,  Hawk. 


C.  V.  S. 


C.  V.  Strickland. 


-H d— ^— -A 


1.  "Sirs, 

2.  "Sirs, 

3.  "Sirs, 

4.  Yes, 

5.  Yes, 


we  would  see 

we  would  see 

we  would  see 

we'll  soon  see 

we    now  see 


Je  -  sus," 
Je  -  sus," 
Je  -  sus," 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus, 
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Journeying  from  a  -  far, 
Les  -  sons  we  would  learn, 
Ten  -  der  -  ly     we  plead. 
On        the  oth  -  er    side. 
Spotless,  pure  and  bright, 
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F.  Stiles  O'Flyng. 


1.  Souls  iu  heath-en  darkness  ly  -  ing,  Where  no  light  has  broken  thro', 

2.  Christians  harken,  none  have  taughtthem,  Of    His  love  so  deep  and  dear, 

3.  Haste,  O  haste  and  spread  the  tidings  Wide  to  earth's  re-mot-est  strand, 

4.  Low  the  hills  of    har-vest  whit-en,  All     a-long  each  dis-tant  shore, 
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Souls  that  Je-sus  bought  by  dy  -  ing.  Whom  His  soul  in     trav-ail  knew, 
Of  the  precious  price  that  bo't  them.  Of  the  nail,  the  thorn,  the  spear, 
Let   no  brotii-er's   bit-ter  chidings,  Rise    against  tiiem  when  we  stand, 
Seaward  for    the     islands  brighten.  Light  of  na-tions,  lead  us     on, 
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Thousand  voic-es  now  are  call-ing,    Call-ing  o'er  the  wa-ters  blue, 
Ye  who  know  Him,  ye  who  know  Him,  Guide  them  from  the  darkness  drear. 
In  the  judg-ment,  in  the  judg-ment.  From  some  far  for-got-ten    land, 
When  we  seek  them,  when  we  seek  them.  Let  Thy  Spir-it    go    be  -  fore, 
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Thousand  voic-es  now  are    call-ing,  Call -ing  o'er  the  wa-ters  blue. 
Ye  who  know  Him,  ye  who  know  Him,  Guide  them  from  the  darkness  drear. 
In   the  judgment,  in   the  judgment.  From  some  far  for-got-ten  land. 
When  we  seek  them,  when  we  seek  them,  Let  Thy  Spir  -  it    go    be  -  fore. 
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Beauty  for  Ashes. 


G.  Crabbe. 


1.  I  sing  the  love  of  God,  my  Fa-tber,  Whose  Spirit  a-bides  with-in, 

2.  I  sing  the  love  of  God,  my  Sav-iov,  Who  suffered  up-on    the  tree, 

3.  I  sing  the  beau-ty    of    the  Gos-pel,  That  scatters,  not  thorns,  but  flow'rs. 
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Who  changes  all    my  grief  to  glad-ness,  And  pardons  me  all   my    sin. 
That,  in    the  se-cret  of     His  presence,     IMy  bondage  might  freedom  be. 
That  bids  me  scatter  smiles  and  sunbeams  Wher-ev-er    are  lone-ly  hours. 


The'  cloud  may  lower,  dark  and  drear-y,  Yet  He  has  promised  to  be  near; 
He  comes  "tobindthe  broken-hearted,"  He  comes  the  faintingsoul  tocheer; 
The  "garment  of  His  praise"  it  of  -  fers  For"heav-i-ness  of  spir-it"  drear; 
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He  gives  me  sunshine  for  my  shadow,  And  "beauty  for  ash-es,"  here. 
He  gives  me  "oil  of  joy"  for  monrning.And  "beauty  for  ash-es,"  here. 
It    gives  me  sunshine  for  my  shadow,  And  "beauty  for  ash-es,"  here. 
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D. /S'.  gives  me  sunshine  for  my  shadow,  And  "beauty  for  ash-es"  here. 
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He  gives  me    joy in  place  of 

He  gives  me  joy 
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in  place  of   care ; 
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love that  casts  out  fear ;  He 

He  gives  me  love    ly  that  casts  out  fear ; 
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Abide  with  Me. 


Henry  F.  Lyte. 


William  Henry  Monk. 


-<&' 


-& i& — >-* 


_^. 1 U 

^& — # — #- 


1.  A  -  bide  with  me;   fast     falls  the    e  -  ven-tide  ;       The  darkness 

2.  Swift  to    its  close  ebbs    out  life's  lit  -  tie  day:  Eai-th's  joys  grow 

3.  I    need   Thy  pres-ence      ev  -'ry  pass-ing  hour;    What  but  Thy 

4.  I      fear     no    foe,   with  Tliee  at  hand  to  bless;      Ills  have  no 


deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with  me  a  - 

dim,       its      glo  -  ries  pass  a  - 

grace    can     foil  the  tempter's  pow'r?   Who,    like  Thy  -  self, 

weight  and  tears  no    bit- ter  -  ness  ;    Where    is  death's  sting, 
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fail,  and  comforts  flee,  Help    of  the  helpless,    O    a  -  bide  with  me! 

all      a-round   I     see;  O  Thou  who  changest  not,  a  -  bide  with  me! 

guide  and  stay  can  be  ?  Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine,  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me! 

grave,  thy  vie  -  to  -  ry !  I     triumph  still,  if  Thou  a  -  bide  with  me! 
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I  Want  Everybody  to  Know. 


Mrs.  Frank  A.  Breck,  in  Christian  Herald. 


Fred.  Cobi.extz. 


i 


1.  I  have  such  a  won-der-ful  Sav-  ior,  To  help  me  wher-ev-er  I      go, 

2.  He  lielps  nie  o'ercorae  all  temptation,  And  makes  me  with  gladness  o'erflow; 

3.  He  cheers  me  if  I   am   in    sor-row,  He  presses  me  close  to  His  heart, 

4.  He  hearkens  to  humble  confessing,  And  ev-er  His  mercy  doth  show  ; 
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I   have   to  keep  tell-ing  His  goodness,  For  I  want  ev'rybody     to  know. 
He  brings  me  a  bless-ed  sal  -  va-tion   That  I  want  ev'rybody    to  know. 
And  tells  of  that  brighter  to-morrow,  Where  troubles  shall  never  have  part. 
He  crowneth  my  life  with  His  blessing,  And  I  want  ev'rybody    to  know. 
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I  want  ev-'ry-bod-y    to  know   Of    Je  -  sus  who  lov-eth  me    so! 
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My   time  I  will  give  as  long  as  I  live,  To  help  ev'ry-body    to 
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The  Morn  Is  Come. 

Matt.  28 :  6,  7.    *Matt.  27 :  46. 
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Laura  E.  Newell. 


Fbed.  Coblentz. 


1.  The  morn  is  come,  the  night  is  past,  Death  could  not  hold  its  captive  fast, 

2.  No  more  shall  sound  His  anguished  cry,"  E' -  li  -  la  -  ma  -  sa-bach'-tha-ni, 

3.  Earth,  sound  aloud  your  jite-ans  sweet,  With  love  make  haste  your  Lord  to  greet, 
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Its  cru  -  el  bonds  are  riv'n  in  twain,  For  Christ  is  ris'n,  Helivesagain  ! 
'Tis  fin-ished,  all  the  tort'rous  pain,  And  Christ  is  ris'n.  He  lives  again  1 
Bring  hearts  oblations  of  His  shrine,  For  Christ  is  ris'n,  the  Lord  divine. 
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Where  is  thy  sting,  thy  sting,  O  death?  He  lives, the  Christ  of  Nazareth! 
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His  blood  He  shed  to  make  us  free,     0  grave,  where  is  thy  vic-to-ry? 
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Dew  of  Mercy. 


Arr.  by  Jno.  H.  Barxett. 


y    I     K     »- 

1                                                                       !». 

K    *.         *-          K   ^ 

/  b^  J     ^ 

1                                                        |>           P 

_r       P       K       h    J        _i     •! 

fr\'^ /[    m    J+J 

^       m.          )       A       <*         «      ^ 

V^T   4-     *      »^ 

•      •!      *l      •,      «        w     S   - 

1.  Like  the  still  qui  -  et    fall     of    the     si-  lent  dew    of  night;   Or  the 

2.  When  we  ask    of    the  Lord   in    our    sim-ple  ferv-ent  pray'r,  For  His 
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leaves  that  are  fold-ing     to     rest,      Is    the  mer-cy      of  God,  when  it 
bless -ing    at   morn  or      at     eve,      Let     us  pray  that  oar  souls  may    be 
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droppeth  from  His  throne;  And   it     fall  -  eth     by   night  and    by    day. 
wat-ered  and    refreshed  By    the  dew     of    His  mer-cy  from  heav'n. 
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Dew  of  mer  -  cy,  dew  of  mer  -  cy,     Ever  dropping,  gently  dropping  from  a- 
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bove,  Dew  of  mer-cy,  how  it  cheers  us,   Ever  dropping  from  the  Savior's  love 
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Laura  E.  Newell. 


Some  Day, 

Duet,  Teuor  and  Alto. 
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W.  E.  Moore. 
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1.  Some  day,  some  sunny  day,  My  bark  shall  sail,      To      yon-der  ha-ven 

2.  Some  day — I  know  not  when.  His  voice  shall  call,  And   I'll  behold  Him 
3-  Some  day,  some  sunny  day,  My  Lord  shall  come.  And  bid  me  hence  to 
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fair,  Beyond  earth's  gale;  Some  day,  some  golden  day,  My  Pi  -  lot  true, 
then  Whose  love  is  all,  Is  all,  to  me  who  waits,  His  ti-dings  blest, 
joys     In   yon  fair  home  Where  partings  never  mar  The  light  of  heav'n, 
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Will  guide  me  in-to  port,     Be    -    yond  the  blue. 

Wea-ry  and  des  -  o  -  late,      And    yearns  for    rest.  'Some  day,  some  golden 

To    join  the  hosts  of  God,    With       sins    for-giv'n. 
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day, 'Mid  scenes  more  bright,  I'll  worship  Christ,  my  King,  Be-yond  the  night. 
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The  Paradise  Home. 


L.  H.  Jameson. 

Not  too  fast. 


.T.  0.  Bridge. 
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1.  We    are  jour  -  ney-ing  home  to  the  house  of    our   Fa-ther,  Where 
2. 'Tis    the  home    of  the  blest,  where  no  sor-row   or    cry-iiig,      Nor 
3. 'Tis       a    home    of     re-pose,  where  the  pad  and  the  wea-ry    Find 
4.  There  the  bright  morning  stars  with  the  angels  are  singing,     And 


^^^^. 


k    '^ 


U'    I     I     I     i 


-# 


:pr=t=t:=t=:l 
I     I     I       1^ 


an  -  gels  are  wait-ing  and    bid-ding   us  come;     AH  things  are  now 
death  with  his  liosts  of  dis  -  eas  -  es  can  come;  There  mourners  are 
rest  from  their  la-bor  and    nev-er-more  roam;  Where  prospects  of 
prais-ing  Je-hov-ah  who    sits    on  His  throne;  The   por  -  tals    of 


read  -  y ;  say, would  you  not  rather  Come  go  with  the  saints  to  their 
freed  from  all  anguish  and  sighing;  Come,  go  with  the  saints  to  their 
hap  -  pi-ness  nev  -  er  grow  drea-ry  ;  Come,  go  with  the  saints  to  their 
beav'n  with  their  anthems  are  ringing;  Come,  go  with  the  saints  to  their 


CHOKUS.    , I 
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Par  -  a-dise  home?  Come,  sin-ners. .. .     Come,  sin-ners, . . . .     Come, 

Oh  come,  yes,  come, 
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Copjrright,  1890,  by  M.  L,  McPbail.     By  per. 


The  Paradise  Home.    Concluded. 
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go  with  the  saints  to  their  Par-a-dise  home,  Come,  sinners, ....  come, 

Oh  come, 


shi  -  ners, Come,  go  with  the  saints  to  their  Par-a-dise  home. 

yes,  come, 
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Must  Jesus  Bear  the  Cross  Alone. 


Thos.  Shepherd. 


Geo.  N.  Allen. 
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1.  JMust    Je- sns  bear  the  cross  a -lone,  And  all  the  world  go  free? 

2.  Tlie    con  •  se  -  cra-ted  cross  I'll  bear,  Till  death  shall  set  me  free ; 

3.  Up    -  on   the  crys-tal  pavement,  down  At    Je  -  sus'  pierced    feet, 

4.  O       precious  cross!  O  glorious  crown!  O     res  -  ur  -  rec-tion  day ! 


No,  there's  a  cross  for  ev  -  'ry    one,  And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 
And  then  go  homo  my  crown  to  wear.  For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
With  joy  I'll  cast  my  gold -en  crown,  And  His  dear  name  re-peat. 
Ye  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down.  And  bear  my  soul  a  -  way. 


150         The  Crumbs  from  the  Master's  Table. 

Chas.  L.  Strickland. 
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Laura  E.  Newell. 

1.  The  crumbs  from  the  Master's  ta-ble,   Go  scat-ter 
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abroad    to  -  day; 

2.  The  words  of  His  heav'nly  couii-sel,  The  comfort  His  word  in  -  sures, 

3.  Tlie    sto  -  ry     of  Him  wiio  calls  you  To-day  to  per-form  His   will, 

4.  Rare  crumbs  from  the  blaster's  table,  To  strengthen  the  soul  oppressed, 

5.  When  done  with  the  toil  and  tri  -  als,    A  home  where  His  chosen  be, 
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In  words  from  a  full  heart  ut-tered,  That  kindly  your  lips  shall  saj'. 
The  promise   of     fi  -  nal   res  -  cue,     The  tho't  that  His  love  en  -  dures. 
The  hope  that  shall  perish  nev-er,        All,   all     in   sad  hearts  in    still. 
And  rar-est    of    all     the  prom-ise,    That  we  with  our  Lord  shall  rest. 
Go    tell  the  de-sj^air-ing  kind-ly        And  suc-cor  them  ten-der  -  ly. 
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The  crumbs  from  the  Master's  ta-ble,      As  man-na  from  heav'n  may  prove, 
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To  those  who  a-stray  are  drift-ing,      And  hunger  for  guid-ing    love 
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Are  You  Ready  for  the  Reaper?  151 

Laura  E.  Newell.  T.  J.  John. 
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Are  you  read-y    for    the  reap-er?  Thro' the   si-lence  he  will  come 
There's  a  work  our  Lord  re- qui-res      Of    His  servants,  ev  - 'ry  one, 
Are  you  read-y?   He     is    com-iug,    Lo!  the  Bridegroom  may  be  near, 
In     His  beau-tv    we  shall  see  Him,  See  our  King  that  gold-en  day, 
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And  your  heart  will  cease  its  beating,  And  your  lips  grow  pale  and  dumb. 
'Tis  His  love  each  heart  in  -  spi-  res.  Yearning  for  His  sweet  "well  done." 
Is  your  lamp  all  trimmed  and  burning.  With  a  stead-fast  light  and  clear. 
If  with  trust-ful  hearts  we   la  -  bor,   La  -  bor    as     we  watch  and  pray. 
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Are  you  read      -      y  for  the  reap-er?  Be  ye 
Are  you  readv 
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read      -      y,  Jesus  saith, 
Be  ye  ready, 
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When  you  think . .  not  he  will  claim  you,  He  will  come, . .  whom  men  call  death. 

When  you  thin  knot  He  will  come  whom  men  call  death. 
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Come,  the  Call  Obey. 

Good  as  !i  Solo  aud  Chorus. 


Fred.  Coblentz. 


1^       ^ 

1.  There's  a  voice  that  sweetly  whispers  to  the  soul,  ISaying,  will  yon  come  to 

2.  'Tis   a  mes-sage  full  of  meaning  you  have  heard,  Will  you  love  and  do  the 

3.  Come,  it    is  the  voice  of  Je-sus,  don't  de-lay,  Come,  accept  the  prize  He 
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me    and  be  made  whole; 'Tis      a    bless -ed    in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion  of-fered 
bid-ding  of    His    word;    Ev  -er-last-ing  life     is    giv  -  en     un  -  to 
of  -  fers  thee  to  -  dav,     He   will  give  thee  life  and  mer  -  cy  from    a- 
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thee,         Will    you   heed    it,      O      my  broth- er,     and    be      free, 
all.  Who  w'ill  hear  with  joy    the    bless  -  ed  "Gos  -  pel     call." 

bove,       Will    you    now     ac  -  cept  the    Sav  -  ior's  boundless    love. 
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Come,  O     come the  call    o  -  bey, Come,  O 

Come,  tlie  call   o  -  bey,  come,  the  call  o  -  bey, 
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come, why  still  de  -  lay, Come,  O    come, 

Come,why  still  de-lay,  come,whv  still  de-lav.        Come  while  yet  you 
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Come,  the  Call  Obey.    Concluded. 
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. .  while  yet  you  may Come,  O  come  to  Christ  to-day. 

may,  Come  while  yet  you  may,  come  to-day. 
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Joy  to  the  World. 
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Arr.  from  G.  F.  Handel. 
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Joy  to  the  world  ;  the  Lord  is   come;  Let  earth  re-ceive  her  King; 
Joy  to  the  earth ;  the  Sav  -  ior  reigns ;  Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
No  more  let  sins  and  sor-rows  grow,   Northerns  in-fest  tiie  ground; 
He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace.  And  makes  the  nations  prove 
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Let    ev  -  'ry    heart    pre-pare    Him  room,  A  ndheav'u  and  nature  sing,    And 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and  plains,  Repeat  the  sounding  joy,         Re- 
He    comes    to    make    His  bless-ings  flow  Far  as  the  curse  is  found.         Far 
The    glo  -  riea    of      His  right-eous-ness,  And  wonders  of  His  love,         And 

And  heav'n  and  nature 


heav'n  and  nature  sing, 
peat  the  sounding  joy, 
as  the  curse  is  found, 
won-ders  of  His  love, 
sing,  And  heav'n  an( 


And  heav'n,  and  heav'n  and  na-ture  sing. 

Re  -  peat,      re  -  peat      the  sounding  joy. 
Far      as,        far     as        the  curse  is   found. 
And    won  -  ders,  won-ders  of    His  love. 

nature  sing, 
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White  as  Snow. 


Andante. 


W.  T.  GlFFE. 


* 


1. "White  as  snow!"0  what  a  prom-ise    For  the  heav-y  -  la-  den  breast; 
2.  God    a-  lone  can  count  their  number,  God    a  -  lone  can  look  with-in  ; 
3."  White  as  snow!"  can  my  transgressions  Thus  be  whol-ly  washed  a-way  ? 
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When  by  faith  the  soul  re-ceives  it,      Wea-ri-ness    is  changed  to  rest. 
Oh,    the   sin  -  ful-ness    of    sin-ning,      Oh,  the  guilt  of    ev  -  'ry     sin. 
Leaving  not      a   trace  behind  them,  Like   a  cloud-less  summer  day  ? 
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Red  like  crim- son,  deep  as  scar -let,  Scar-let  of  the  deep -est  dye, 
God's  own  law,  so  just  and  ho-  ly.  Proves  my  sin  and  shame  and  loss, 
Yes,   at  once,  and  that  completely  ;  Thro' the  blood  of  Christ,  I  know, 
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Are  the  man  -  i  -  fold  transgressions  That  would  else  up-on  me    lie. 
But  what  proves  it  still  more  clearly      Is   the   sto  -   ry    of    the  cross. 
All    my   sins,  tho'  red  like  crimson.  May  be-come    as  white  as  snow. 
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On  Toward  Home. 


155 


Cordially  dodicatcd  to  Mrs,  C.  V.  Strickland. 
Laura  E.  Newell. 
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1.  Joy -ful-ly  on  tow'rd  His  palace,     Just  past  the  val-ley  and    night; 

2.  Tears  may  endure  for  a  moment,     But   in    the   cit  -  y      so      fair, 

3.  Joy-ful-ly  on  to  His    palace,     Where  with  the  true  and  the  blest. 
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On  tow'rd  the  home  of  the  blessed,     Land  where  the  Lamb  is  the 
Joy  reigns  supremely  for-ev  -  er.         When  comes  no  sorrow  or 
We  may  adore  Him  who  loves  us.      Then  with  His  chos-en    to 
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Onward,  triumphantly     on-ward!  Je-susis   lead-ingthe    way; 
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We  shall  go  home  to   His     pal-ace, 
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En-ter  the  portals  of      day. 
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Lou  E.  Rall. 


Our  Country. 

(Temperance  Song.) 


Chas.  L.  Strickland, 
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1.  Our  dear  country,  how  we  love  thee  !  How  our  hearts  thrill  warm  to  see 

2.  Oh,  broad  country!  must  we  say   it?     Not    the  fair  land   of    the  free, 

3.  Dear  old  country  !  we  will  pledge  thee  To      be    loy  -  al,  brave  and  true, 
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Stars  and  stripes  of  our  Old  Glo  -  ry,  Ev-'ry-where  from  sea  to  sea. 
Not  the  ref  -  uge  of  the  stranger,  Seeking  homes  from  o'er  the  sea. 
AVe   are  marshalling    our  fore  -  es, 'Neath  the  red,  the  white,  the  blue. 
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We  would  give  our  life's  best  ef  -  fort     To  pre-serve  thee  from  all  harm, 
For    the  Demon     of      In-temp' ranee  Holds  thee  in    his  dead-ly    toils, 
See    our  Loy  -  al  Temp'rance  Legions,  Young  A-mer  -  i-cans    are  out. 
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And  with  lov-ing  hearts  we  serve  thee,  All    so    po-tent    is    thy  charm. 
And  the  death  of    help  -  less  vic-tims,  Dal  -  ly   thy  fair  rec  -  ord  soils. 
We    will  work  and  vote  and    la  -  bor.  Put-ting  sin  and  crime  to    rout. 


Our  Country.    Concluded. 
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Dear  old    u-nion,  live    and  pros-per,  (I uard  and  keep  thy  honored  name  ; 
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May  no  league  with  guilt  or    e  -  vil,     Longer  tarn-ish  thy     fair  fame. 
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What  Can  I  Do  for  Jesus  ? 


Rev  L.  D.  Holaday. 
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My    treag-ure    is      in 
How   tell    the  world  the 
I  go  wher-e'er    He 

The  souls  who  sit      in 


heav  -  en,  Where  harm  can-not    be  -   fall, 
sto  -  ry,      Of      Je  -  pus'  love  anel    grace, 
lead  -  eth,     Up      to      the    Fa-ther's  tlirone. 
dark-ness,  Must   die      e  -  ter  -  nal  -    ly. 
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This  world  has    no      at  -  trac-tion,     In      Je  -  sus  I      am     blest, 

I'm  march-ing    on-ward,     up  -  ward,     I     '  dare  not  look    be  -  hind, 

Thro' cloud,  thro' storm,  thro' sunshine, The  way    I  do      not     fear, 

Un  -  less   the  bless  -  ed     gos  -  pel      Is     sent    to  save  and    keep. 
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In  prais-ing  God  I'll  glo  -  ry.  And  find  my  sweet-est  rest. 
And  on  -  ly  in  His  ser  -  vice  The  light  of  God  I  find. 
My  hand  He  ev  -  er  hold  -eth,  And  heav'n  is  al  -ways  near. 
How  can      I  reach  and  save  them?  How  God's  own  har-vest  reap? 
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What  can    I      do?  What  can    I     do? 

What,  O  what  can    I     do,  can    I     do?     What,  O  what  can    1     do? 
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I      do     for     Je  -  sus,     My  Sav  -  lor    and    my      all  ? 
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It  Will  Be  Then. 
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Emma  D.  Treichler. 


Chas.  L.  Strickland. 


1.  When  this  life    of      toil      is      o'er,  And  we  wake  to     sin     no     more 

2.  Oh        then  we'll  see   Hia     face,      His      prais  -  es    glad  -  ly      sing, 

3.  For     there  no    trou-bles    rise.      Nor       sor-rows  dim   our    eyes, 
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On  that  bright  and  peaceful  shore,  It  will  be  then,  it  will  be  then. 
When  we  have  reached  that  place,  It  will  be  then,  it  will  he  then. 
At      home    be-yond  the  skies,     It  will    be  then,    it    will    be  then. 
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Sweat  drops  of  blood,  to      set    ns  free.  From  death  e-ter-nal  -   ly. 
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We  Shall  Not  Say  "Good  Bye." 


L.  E.  N. 


Laura  E.  Newell. 
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1.  There  is       a   word  we  all  have  heard  Oft  spo  -  ken  with  a    sigh; 

2.  There  is       a    joy  with-out  al  -  loy,        A  hope  that  will  not  fail ; 
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And     oft  -   en    do    we  drop   a    tear,     And  sad  -  ly  say  "good  bye!" 
Which  hope  se-cure,  shall  aye  en-dure,     'Tis  an-chored  in   the   vail! 
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For  dearest  friends  we  know  must  part,  Perchance  to  meet  no  more. 
He  gives  His  own  love  dearest  known  And  guides  the  path  we  try  ; 
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For  none  may  know  what  time  may  bring,  Nor  yet    the    f  u  -  tu re  store. 
He  leads  each  day   in  His  blest  way,    To  where  none  say  "good  bye!" 
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We  Shall  Not  Say  "  Good  Bye.' 
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Good  bye good  bye, We  shall  not  say  "good  bye !". . .    When 


Good  bye,         good  bye, 
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tears  are  past,  safe  home  at  last,. . . .     We  shall  not  say  "good  bye!". . . . 

at  last,  sliall  not  say  "good  byc-i" 
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W.  W.  Walford. 


Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 


W.  B.  Brapbury. 
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1.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care.  \ 
And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  {Omit....)     j 


D.  C.  And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare.  By  thy    return,  sweet  {Omit. 
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wishes  known  :  In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief,  INIy  soul  has  often  found  re-lief, 


hour  of  pray'r. 


2  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r! 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear, 
To  Him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  souls  to  bless ; 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 


3  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r! 
May  I  thy  consolation  share  ; 
Till  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home,  and  take  my  flight: 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 
And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 


There'll  Be  Joy. 


C.  V.  Stkickland. 
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There'll  be  joy  at  the  com-ing  of  my  Sav-ior  by  and  by,  There'll  be 
There'll  be  no  more  sor-row  o  -  ver  yon-der  by  and  by,  There'll  be 
There'll  be  no  more  weep-ing  o  -  ver  yon-der  by  and  by.  There'll  be 
There'll  be  joy  when  we  meet  our  blessed  loved  ones  by  and  by,  There'll  be 
There'll  be  joy    in    the  presence  of    my  Sav-ior   by   and  by,  There'll  be 
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There'll  Be  Joy.    Concluded. 
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joy       for      ev  -  'ry    bit  -  ter  sigh, 

tears    are  wiped  from  ev  -  'ry  eye. 

in         our    man-sions  by     and  by. 

reign  with  Him     a  -  bove   the  sky. 
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©pening  Services. 


Gloria  Patri. 


the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost, 


Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  to     the    Son,      And 
As  it  was  in  the  begin- 
ning, is  now,  and. 7 ev  -  er  shall  be,  World  with-out    end.    A  -  men. 
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INVOCATION.     Ps.  19:  14. 

Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and  the  meditation  of  my  heart,  be  acceptable 
in  Thy  sight,  O  Lord,  my  strength  and  my  redeemer. 


L  Watts 


Jesus  Shall  Reign. 


John  Hatton. 
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1.  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the   sun  Does  his  successive  jour-nej'S  run; 

2.  To  Him  shall  endless  pray'r  be  made,  And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head  ; 

3.  People  and  realms  of  ey  -'ry  tongue  Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song, 

4.  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns,  The  pris'ner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains; 

5.  Let  ev-'ry  crea-ture  rise  and  bring  Pe  -  cu-liar  hon-ors  to    our  King; 


^Itlr^yi 


His  kingdom  spread  from  sliore  to  shore,  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise  With   ev-'ry  morning  sac-ri  -  fice. 
And  in-fant  voic  -  es    shuU    pro-claim  Their  early  blessings  on  His  name. 
The   wea-ry  find    e   -    ter  -  nal     rest,  And    all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 
An-gels  descend  with  songs  a  -    gain,  And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 
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IResponsfve  IReabfngs^ 


Psalm  I. 

1.  Blessed  Is  the  man  that  walketh  not 
in  the  counsel  of  the  ungodly,  nor  stand- 
eth  in  the  way  of  sinners,  nor  sitteth  in 
tlie  seat  of  the  scornful. 

2.  But  his  delight  is  in  the  law  of  the 
Lord  ;  and  in  his  law  doth  he  meditate 
day  and  night. 

3.  And  he  shall  be  like  a  tree  planted 
by  the  rivers  of  water,  that  bringeth 
forth  his  fruit  in  his  season;  his  leaf  also 
shall  not  wither ;  and  whatsoever  he 
doeth  shall  prosper. 

4.  The  ungodly  are  not  so :  but  are  like 
the  chaff  which  the  wind  driveth  away. 

5.  Therefore  the  ungodly  shall  not 
stand  in  tlie  judgment,  nor  sinners  in 
the  congregation  of  the  righteous. 

6.  For  the  Lord  knoweth  the  way  of 
the  righteous :  but  the  way  of  the  un- 
godly shall  perish. 

Psalm  19. 

1.  The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of 
God ;  and  the  firmament  sheweth  his 
handy-work. 

2.  Day  unto  day  uttereth  speech,  and 
night  unto  night  sheweth  knowledge. 

3.  There  is  no  speech  nor  language 
where  their  voice  is  not  heard. 

4.  Their  line  is  gone  out  through  all 
the  earth,  and  their  words  to  the  end  of 
the  world.  In  them  hath  he  set  a  taber- 
nacle for  the  sun; 

5.  Which  is  as  a  bridegroom  coming 
out  of  his  chamber,  and  rejoiceth  as  a 
strong  man  to  run  a  race. 

6.  His  going  forth  is  from  the  end  of 
the  heaven,  and  his  circuit  unto  the 
ends  of  it:  and  there  is  nothing  hid 
from  the  heat  thereof. 

7.  The  law  of  the  Lord  is  perfect,  con- 
verting the  soul:  the  testimony  of  the 
Lord  is  sure,  making  wise  the  simple. 

8.  The  statutes  of  the  Lord  are  right, 
rejoicing  the  heart :  the  commandment 
of  tiie  Lord  is  pure,  enlightening  the 
eyes. 

9.  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  clean,  endur- 
ing for  ever  :  The  judgments  of  the  Lord 
are  true  and  righteous  altogether. 

10.  More  to  be  desired  are  they  than 
gold,  yea,  than  much  fine  gold  :  sweeter 
also  than  honey  and  the  honeycomb. 

11.  Moreover  by  them  is  thy  servant 


warned:  and  in  keeping  of  them  there 
is  great  reward. 

12.  Who  can  understand  his  errors? 
cleanse  thou  me  from  secret  faults. 

18.  Keep  back  thy  servant  also  from 
presumptuous  sins ;  let  them  not  have 
dominion  over  me:  then  shall  I  be  up- 
right, and  I  shall  be  innocent  from  the 
great  transgression. 

14.  Let  the  words  of  my  mouth,  and 
the  meditation  of  my  heart,  be  accepta- 
ble in  thy  sight,  O  Lord,  my  strength, 
and  my  redeemer. 

Psalm  23. 

1.  The  Lord  is  my  shepherd ;  I  shall 
not  want. 

2.  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green 
pastures :  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  still 

Witters. 

3.  He  restoreth  my  soul:  he  leadeth 
me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness,  for  his 
name's  sake. 

4.  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  val- 
ley of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear 
no  evil :  for  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod 
and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me, 

5.  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in 
the  presence  of  mine  enemies:  thou 
anointest  my  head  with  oil;  my  cup  run- 
neth over. 

6.  Siirely  goodness  and  mercy  shall 
follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life:  and  I 
will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for 
ever. 

Psalm  J2J. 

1.  I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto  the 
hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help. 

2.  My  help  cometh  from  the  Lord, 
which  made  heaven  and  earth. 

3.  He  will  not  suffer  thy  foot  to  be 
moved:  he  that  keepeth  thee  will  not 
slumber. 

4.  Behold,  he  that  keepeth  Israel  shall 
neither  slumber  nor  sleep. 

5.  The  Lord  is  thy  keeper:  the  Lord 
is  thy  shade  upon  thy  right  hand. 

6.  The  sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by 
day,  nor  the  moon  by  night. 

7.  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  from 
all  evil:  he  shall  preserve  thy  soul. 

8.  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  going 
out  and  thy  coming  in  from  this  time 
forth,  and  even  for  evermore. 


166  Safely  Through  Another  Week. 

J.  Newton.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  Safe   -    ly  thro'    an-oth-er  week,    God  has  brought  us  on  our  way ; 

2.  While  we  seek    supplies  of  grace,   Thro' the  dear   Re-deem-er's name, 

3.  Here    we  come  Thy  name  to  praise  ;  Let    us  feel    Thy  presence  near; 
i.  May    Thy  gos  -  pel's  jqy-ful  sound    Con-quer  sin-ners,  comfort  saints ; 
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Let        us   now      a  bless-ing  seek,    Wait-ing  in   His  courts  to -day; 
Show  Thy  rec  -  on-cil-iug  face — Take    a  ■  way  our  sin  and  shame; 
May    Thy  glo  -  ry  meet  our  eyes,   While  we    in  Thy  house  ap  -  pear; 
Make  the  fruits    of  grace  a-bound,  Bring    re  -  lief  for   all  com-plaints; 


Day  of    all      the  week  the  best,    Em-blem    of       e  -  ter  -  nal  rest ; 

From  our  world-ly  cares  set  free, — May     we  rest    this  day    in  Thee; 

Here  af  -  ford    us,  Lord,  a    taste     Of      our  ev  -    er  -  last-ing  feast ; 

Thus  let    all    our  Sabbaths  prove,  Till    we  rest     in  Thee  a  -  bove ; 


Day     of    all    the  week  the  best.      Emblem  of 
From  our  world-ly  cares  set  free, —  May  we  rest 
Here    af  -  ford     us,  Lord,  a  taste      Of    our    ev  - 
Thus  let    all    our  Sabbaths  prove,  Till   we  rest 
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e    -  ter  -  nal  rest. 
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Hear  our  pray'r,  O  Fa  -  ther,  hear  it,  Grant  Thy  bless-ing  here  to  -  day, 
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And  to  Thee  be    all     the  glo-ry.     Now  and    ev  -   er-more.     A- men. 
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S.  B.  Gould. 

4 


Onward,  Christian  Soldiers. 


A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  On-ward,  Chris-tian  sol  -  diers !  Marching  as     to    war,  With  the  cross  of 

2.  Like      a    might-y    ar  -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God;  Brothers,  we  are 

3.  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  King-doms  rise  and  wane,  But  the  Church  of 

4.  On  -  ward,  then,  ye  peo  -  pie  !   Join  our  happy  throng,  Blend  with  ours  your 
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Je   -    sus      Go  -  ing     on    be  -  fore  ;  Christ,  the  roy  -  al    Mas-   ter, 
tread-ing  Where  tlie  saints  have  trod;  We    are    not    di  -  vid  -    ed, 
Je    -    sus      Constant  will    re -main;  Gates  of    hell  can    nev  -    er 
voic  -   es        In    the    triumph -song;   Glo  -  ry,  laud  and  hon  -    or 
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Leads  against  the  foe;  Forward  in -to  bat  -   tie,     See,  his  banners   go! 
All    one  bod  -  y     we,   One   in  hope  and  doc-trine.    One  in  char  - 1  -  ty. 
'Gainst  that  Church  prevail;  We  have  Christ's  own  promise,  And  that  can-not  fail. 
Unto  Christ,  the  King ;  This  thro'countless  a  -  ges    Men  and  an-gels  sing. 
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With  the  cross  of      Je  -  sus     go  -  ing      on 


be 


fore. 


Sun  of  My  Soul. 


169 


John  Keble. 
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1.  Sun  of  my  s(ml,  thou  Sav  -  ior  dear,   It    is   not  night  if    thou   be  near; 

2.  When  the  soft  dews  of  kind-ly  sleep  My  wearied  eye  -lids  gen  -  tly  steep, 

3.  A-bide  with  nie  from  morn  till  eve,   For  without  thee    I    can  -  not  live; 

4.  If  some  poor  wand'ring  child  of  thine  Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 


O  may  no  earth-born  cloud    a  -  rise    To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes. 
Be  my  last  tho't,  how  sweet  to    rest    For-ev  -  er   on      my  Sav-ior's  breast. 
A-bide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh.   For  without  tliee     I    dare  not  die. 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  be-gin;  Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in    sin. 
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Rock  of  Ages. 
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1.  Rock    of     A  -  ges,   cleft    for  me.      Let    me  hide    my -self  in   thee: 
D.  C. — Be      of    sin     the    dou  -  ble  cure.  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
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Let    the    wa  -   ter  and  the  blood,  From  thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd. 
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2  Could  my  tears  forever  flow. 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know. 
These  for  sin  could  not  atone, 
Thou  must  save,  and  thou  alone: 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring. 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cliug. 


3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath. 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  rise  to  worlds  unknown. 
And  behold  thee  on  thy  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


170  My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 

London  Hymn  Book. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 


1.  My      Je    -    BUS,  I      love     Thee,     I      know    Thou    art    mine ; 

2.  I       love     Thee,  be  -  cause    Thou  hast    first       lov  -   ed       me, 

3.  I  will  love     Thee  in      life,         I       will    love    Thee     in    death, 

4.  In      man  -  sions  of      glo    -      ry      and     end  -   less      de  -  light, 


For    Thee      all  the 

And    pur-chased  my 

And  praise  Thee  as 

I'll       ev    -     er  a 


fol    -     lies      of       sin         I        re  -   sign ; 
par   -    don      on      Cal    -    va  -  ry's     tree ; 
long        as     Thou  lend  -  est      me  breath; 
dore     Thee     in     heav  -   en       so    bright; 

^ 


My      gra  -  cious  Re  -  deem  -  er,    my  Sav    -  ior    art  Thou, 

I         love    Thee  for  wear  -    ing  the  thorns  on   Thy  brow; 

And  say    when  the  death  -  dew  lies  cold  on    my  brow ; 

I'll      sing     with  the  glit    -    ter  -  ing  crown  on    my  brow. 
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Wear  a  Crown, 
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Isaac  Watts. 
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1.  Am      I       a      sol-dier    of     the  cross,    A    foil -'wer    of     the  Lamb,  \ 
And  shall    I     fear    to    own    His  cause,  Or  blush  to  speak  His  name?  / 

2.  Must    I      be    car  -  ried    to    the    skies    On  flow  -  'ry    beds    of    ease,    ) 
While  oth-ers  fought  to  win    the  prize.  And  sailed  thro'  blood-y  seas  ?  j 

3.  Are  there  no    foes    for    me     to    face?  Must  I      not  stem  the  flood ?\ 
Is      this  vile  world  a  friend  to   grace    To     help    me    on      to    God  ?  / 

4.  Sure    I    must  fight    if       I  would  reign,  In-crease  my  cour-age,  Lord;   ") 
I'll    bear    the    toil,   en-dure    the    pain,  Sup-port  -  ed     by    Thy  word.  / 
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we  shall  wear  a  crown!  Yes,  we  shall  wear  a  crown  I  And  when  the  battle's 
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ver    we    shall  wear    a    crown    in    the  new     Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem. 
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Wear 


a  crown,  wear  a  crown,  Wear  a  bright  and  shining  crown. 

Wear  a  crown,  wear  a  crown, 
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Good-Bye. 


J.  D.  V. 

■With  feeling. 


To  brother  Ohas.  W.  Vaughan,  Paris,  Tex. 


Jas.  D.  Vaughan. 
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1.  Sav -  ior,  bless  us     as      we    part,     Fill  our  souls  with  love  di -vine, 

2.  If       on  earth  we  meet  no  more.     Let    us  meet    at  God's  right  haud, 

3.  Here's  my  hand  that  I'll  be    true.      For  that  bless-ed  home  pre  -  pare. 
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Com-fort  ev  -  'ry  troub-led  heart.  May  we  feel  that  we  are  Thine. 
Where  we  shall  each  otli-er  greet,  'Mid  the  glo  -  ries  of  that  land. 
Will  you  prom-ise  me    that    you        Will      meet  me      o  -  ver    there? 
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Good  -  bye,  good  -  bye.  If    on  earth  we  meet  no  more, 

Good-bye,  good-bye. 
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Good-bye,  good-bye,  May  we  meet  on  heaven's  shore. 

Good-bye,  good-bye,  bright  shore. 
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Owned  and  controlled  by  James  D.  Vaughan. 


God  Be  With  You. 

Rev.  J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D. 
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W.  G.  Tomer. 
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1.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again  ;  By  His  counsel  guide,  uphold  you, 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  nieetagain, 'Neath  His  wings  securely  hide  you; 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again,  When  life's  perils  thick  confound  you; 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again,  Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er  you; 
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With  His  sheep  se-cure-ly  fold  you,  God  be  with  you  till  w'e  meet  again. 
Dai  -  ly  man  -  na  still  di  -  vide  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 
Put  His  arms  un-fail-ing  round  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 
Smite  death's  threat'ning  waves  before  you,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 
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Till  we  meet, till  we    meet,    Till  we  meet  at  Je-sus 

Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet  again,  |^ 
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Till  we  meet,....  till  we    meet,     God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 
Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet  again, 
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The  Lord  Watch. 
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The  Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee,  The  Lord  watch  between 

me  and  thee, 
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me  and  thee.  The  Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee, 

me  and  thee,  me  and  thee, 
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When  we    are    ab-sent  one  from  an-oth  -  er. 
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From  "Search  Light,"  by  per. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow,  Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  be-low : 
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Praise  Him  a- bove,  ye    heav'n-ly  host.  Praise  Father,  Son  and  Ho-ly  Ghost. 
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